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PREFACE. 

My principal object in this volume has been to call 
the attention of the English Public to the works of the 
Poetesses of Germany, who neglected in their own 
country, are consequently strangers elsewhere. A ta- 
lented writer *) in speaking of the injustice done to her 
own sex here, thus remarks. 

*1 see very well, how it is, that literary women 
have been ridiculed: It is the common place men who 
have done it; and there is more in this than thy are 
themselves aware of. Oh! these stupid men! they sit 
upon their school bench labouring over their Latin; then 
they sit in the lecture rooms of the Academy studying 
one of the four faculties; at last they sit for the third 
time in another bench in some college, or chanc-ery, or 
pulpit, whereever they can obtain good quarters. There 
while labouring at their task, they think to themselves, 
"Heavens! how difficult it is to come at any thing in 
this world", and there they are right. But should they 

*) Ida, Counless of Habn-Hahn. 
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happen to hear some woman's name mentioned with 
praise and admiration, they are quite amazed. "What"! 
they exclaim quite peevishly; "She has never belonged 
to any philosophical or theological college; has never 
made a speech , or penned an essay ; cannot take a de- 
gree in either of the faculties; can never be a minister, 
or a president, or a superintendent — or any thing in 
short; and does she imagine that she can obtain cele- 
brity? what a simpleton she must be"! Dear Brother! 
I appeal to yourself, is not this the common course of 
ideas with people of your sort? Be candid for once, 
and say "Yes." Of course there are superior men among 
you who know better, and think otherwise." 

But it is not the common place men who are alone 
to blame. I never heard a distinguished German Author- 
ess named before any of her learned compatriots, in 
society, without observing a "frozen sneer", or at least 
a "hollow smile" at her expence ; I am proud to number, 
among such, some of my esteemed friends, and admire 
in them that humility of spirit, and amidst their literary 
pursuits, that unselfish devotion to their severe duties, 
which so conspicuously adorns the character of a Ger- 
man Lady. Bitterly lamenting her own degradation in 
the scale of being; crushed and blighted in the world 
of letters , she naturally compares her condition with that 
of her more favored sisters in France, England, and 



America ; but her emancipation is at hand , and she 
may hail the following prophetic words, (poets and 
prophets are synonimous) , as on the eve of accomplish- 
ment, 

Von *^ Frankreich kommt die Freibeit , 
Der VOIkerfreiheit , nicht allein die unsre. 

To enter into any criticism on the merits of the 
early German Poetesses, would require an Essay, not 
a Preface ; and it may seem invidious , where there is 
so much instrinsic excellence in the moderns , to observe, 
that there are at the present day, three, who stand out 
in relief above the rest, the Lady from whose Tragedy 
I have just quoted , Madame de Ploennies , and Mademoi- 
selle Annette von Droste Hiilshof. In the hands of the 
first, "Young's Night Thoughts", if not many poems of 
Walter Scott and Byron, have gained rather than lost 
by the transformation, the second has rendered the Ly- 
rics of some of our best poets with wonderful fidelity, 
and a grace peculiar to'^herself; and singular to say 
as may be, seen in her Britannia, — the stanzas were 
addressed to our queen — writes verses of great beauty 
in our language Of the value of her original composi- 
tions , which , it is hoped , have not been altogether dis- 
figured by the foreign dress in which they appear, 1 
shall leave my readers to form their own estimate. 

*) Elise von Hohenhansen. 
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Of Annette von Droste I shall speak more in detail 
as it may be safely affinned, considering the variety of 
subjects which she has treated, and the completeness 
of all which she has produced, that she claims a high 
place among her contemporaries. 

The specimens of her poems have been taken at 
random, and are perhaps by no means her best. The 
"Krahen" indeed cannot be too highly appreciated; but 
her ''Spiritus Familiaris des Rosstauchers", "Des Artzes 
Vermachtniss" , "Vendetta", "Die Elemente", and Som- 
mertagstraum" are more remarkable efforts of imagina- 
tion, but of imagination always under the controul of 
sound judgment. 

With all her originality, she is totally devoid of 
affectation and conceit. Force is never sacrificed to fe- 
licity of words. We find in her no morbid despondency, 
no exaggerated sentimentality, though she possesses a 
soul in sympathy with all nature, animate, and inanimate. 

As in the works of a good landscape painter, one 
does not see objects as they conmionly appear to the 
eye, but as they are caught in some happy moment, 
invested with a charm more attractive than bare reality : 
— truthful indeed, but drawn and coloured with an art 
that idealizes and embellishes truth. In this respect 
there is only one foreign writer of the day who rivals 
her, Andersen. 
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I should imagine that she has been deeply embued 
with the spirit of our best school , and she often reminds 
me of Wordsworth, but with greater daring, a more 
masculine vigour of conception. 

A reaction is about to take place in this country. 
The feverish, and bitterly caustic efiusions, arising out 
of tyranny and persecution, that for a time electrified 
Germany, and as it were, absorbed all other interest, 
are fast perishing with the causes that gave birth to 
them. Better times will turn poetry into another chan- 
nel, making it a purer stream, reflecting there, not dis- 
torted and disagreable images of power held up to exe- 
cration and vengeance, but the face of Nature, all that 
is lovely and divine in Nature, its 

Bluthe, Frucht, und tausendjfthrigen Banme. 

It wiD assume its right office, the developement of 
the affections, the outpouring of the heart in devotion, 
the deification of traits of patriotism and virtue. Nor 
is this all. Its province is to amuse , as well as instruct, 
to impart a charm to every -day life, to furnish "a re- 
fuge from the hardness and narrowness of the actual 
world." 

Behold the sources of my own humble attempts in 
verse! and as such I throw them on the kindness of a 
Public already too flatteringly indulgent. 
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I cannot close these remarks, withoat adding, that 
the Asterics, in the Index, stand there to indicate, that 
the Poems and Translations , so marked , are bv a 
friend. 

Heidelberg, February 29th 1848. 



The Author. 
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l'rbtvoi. 



Enchanter! who with spells at thy command, 

InvoVst the shrouded Dead, and bid'st them live 

At every waving of thy magic wand ; 
Delightful Bard ! forgive, 

That I, the humblest of the tuneful train. 
Feeding upon the Music of thy lyre, 

Have caught some feeble accents of its strain , 
A sparkle of thy fire. 
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What am I? — a chameleon, from its food 

Of Flowers that borrows somewhat of their dies ; 

A Bird, that in a transatlantic wood, 
Mocks other harmonies; 

And like that lone wild -note -forgetting Krd, 
Wandering and lost amid the Prairie's maze, 

I sing, by all unheeded and unheard, 
My too -adventurous lays. 



THE VISION. 



I. 

It chanced I had been reading, till the night 

Had run its course, and the dun morn arose, 

„A Dream of Fair Women'*, and for delight 
My eyes refused to close; 
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II. 

When on me fell a trance , 00 heavy and dec^p , 
So full of wonder, that my waking thought, 

Dream within dream, along the paths of sleep 
Vision on vision brought. 

III. 

No landscapes figures more distinct than they, 
Or that old forest, whose thidc matted roof, 

Fold above fold , made twilight of the day , 
With its green living woof. 

iv. 
1 scarce dared breathe, lest I should rouse to wrath 

Some cloven -footed dweller of the wood, 
Who lurked for Helen, on her winding path 

To where her victim stood; 

V. 

Lest Egypt's stately Queen, 'with gold brow -bound'. 
Should startled vanish into dusky air, 

1 mutely watched her, as she shed around 
A glorious halo there; 
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,1 ' 

VI. 

And listening to the voice of Jeptha's child, 
Feared, lest my footstep's echo from afar 

Should haste her progress thro' the tailgled wild 
Toward the morning - star.' 

VII. 

I sought, but vainly sought amid the gloom, 

Doubting not they were there, that loving wife. 

Who made herself a husband^s living tomb; 
One, dearer than her life, 

VIII. 

Dear as it was, who prized her virgin -fame; 

Or her, who from her bosom wrenched the sword 
That pained not, — a true high-souled Roman dame, 

And gave it to her lord; 

IX. 

Or deemed , that thro' th' unblissful shades' might rove 

The illstarred rival of Elizabeth , 
Who like a magnet drew men's hearts to love, 

And drew them to their death. 
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X. 

Haply in some deep glen, or daisied lawn, 

Beside, a jet -bright windless pool, they sate, • 

And with Matilda, from the rest withdrawn, 
Were brooding on their fate. 

I gazed — how long I knew not, till the scene 
Passed o*er my brain in thronging disarray; 

And an the shapes, peopling that boskage green 
Melted in mist away; 

And then — a beam as from some Scythian clime, 
That struggled with the dark, was half- unrolled , 

And a wind, whistling off the hoar-frost's rime, 
Struck me with palsying cold. 

XIII. 

And 6n a promontory, bleak and bare, 

A form, as of a fallen Angel, filled 
My aching sense with anguish and despair, 

My very heart's - blood chilled. 
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XIV. 

I knew that beetling rock — that iron-bound shore; 

I knew that form, but never dreamt to see 
The hallowed fable told in days of yore 

Change to reality. 

XV. 

Doomed to a living death, and clewed with chains, 
Endless endurance seated on his brow; 

Still like a God, with 'unrepentant pains', 
He scorned his mighty foe. 

XVI. 

"Oh pitiable sight*', I cried, "reveal. 

Great sufferer! how thou hast deserved thy state, 
This tempest -beaten rock, these bonds of steel?" 

"My love begat their hate", 

XVII. 

He meek replied, and holding with his spirit 
Converse awhile; in gentle tone resigned, 

Added, "Behold in me a type of all who merit 
The blessings of their kind ;** 



A YISIOH OF GREAT HEll. 9 

XVIII. 

"They reap a crop of tears, by virtuous deed 
Who benefit their race — Prophets arise — 

None hears them — Patriots starve — and Martyrs bleed — 
And now the Greatest dies; 

XIX. 

"Dies of a death whose horrors who can tell — 

His blood be on his kin, their curse and ban — 

He came to save — to share my cross, and fell 
A sacrifice for Man. 



"You ask my crime; by me a boon was given 
Parent of arts, and teaching to explore 

Nature, and forcing, from her dark womb riven. 
Coal, and the stubborn ore. 

xxu 

"And in Times fulness gendered, springs to birth 
Of Water, and of Fire, the mighty son. 

Bidding the different Nations of the Earth 
In brotherhood be one. 
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XXII. 

''Rise vallics — sink the hills — mountain and stream 
Are under-arched ; and without stress or strain , 

In arrowy speed, long lines of chariots steam 
Along the level plain. 

XXIII. 

''Oarless and sailless, oer the trackless Ocean, 
The mill -wheeled vessel wind and wave defies. 

And winnow with their alternating motion 
Vast bat- like vans the skies. 

XXIV. 

''Then shall this nether world be an abode 
Worthiest of Gods ; and continent and isle , 

United by a broad and liquid road, 
In peace and plenty smile." 

XXV. 

"Ah! Japhets son I say lohen?" I cricMl, *'l see 

But robes and rags — the tyrant and the slave* ; 

"Lift not the Mantle of Futurity" , — 
Th(» answer that he gave. 
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XXVI. 

Scarce had the Titan vanished, when the ground 
Quaked from beneath rae, and a thunder -cloud 

Darkened the noon- day; and a trumpet's sound 
Waxed louder and more loud 

xxvii. 
Than peal on peal reverberate; in my stound 

I closed my eyes, which, when I oped again, 
They fell on tents innumerable ; and a mound 

Rose from the Desart's plain, 

XXVIII. 

Its summit smoke -enwrapped ; but soon the storm 
Was scattered in the Heavens — the veil withdrawn ; 

And then burst forth a super -human form, 
1 scarce dared look upon. 

XXIX. 

In his left hand the Decalogue appeared, 

The word of the Most High — and in his riyjhi 

He grasped, in stern resolve, his profuse heard, 
An emblem of his mifi;ht. 
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XXX. 

As when the closing sea was made a bier 

To Pharaoh, and his countless host he stood, 

When, of the waves suspending the career, 
He cross d the gulph, dry-shod. 

XXXI. 

Oh ! veil those eyes , their lightnings who could brave ? 

Before that form the stifFest neck had bowed , 
As trumpet -tongued he thundered **Thou shalt have 

None other Gods but God/' 

XXXI t* 

When strait, as at the shifting of a scene 
In some vast Theatre, row upon row, 

Head over head, an eager crowd was seen 
To watch some coming show. 

■ XXXIII. 

A copper -colored -race — old men, and young, 

In naked innocency. Nature's dress, 
Their loose black locks upon their shoulders flung 

Or bound in graceful tress : 
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XXXIV. 

Fantastic characters, in gorgeous dies 

Deep scarred , their delicate limbs and features bore, 
And with amazement mixed with dread their eyes 

Were bent towards the shore : — 

XXXV. 

And wonder not — for to that palm -crowned land 
No sail had ever dared the untra versed seas, 

No stranger -foot had touched the verdant strand 
Where stepped the Genoese. 

xxxvu 

A SwOrd was in his grasp — too quickly red 
With heart's -blood of that unoffending race: 

**Alas! for poor Peru", I shuddering said, 
And looked him in the face. 

XXXVII. 

'^Blame me not, for my hands are pure", with groan 
Supprest , th' intrepid mariner replied , 

"Not for myself, nor them, nor Spain alone, 
I braved the wind and tide ; 
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XXXVlll. 

"The Couil's intrigues, the rage of factious foes, 
The murmurs of my disaffected crew ; 

And from the birds, and every cloud that rose, 
A favoring omen drew. 

xxxix. 

"What tho' an upstart robbed me of my fame, 
And thankless Europe ratified the lie, 

And gave my new-found World another's name — 
I died in poverty; 

XL. 

"Past is the jealous hate of honor won, 
And later ages bless my virtuous zeal, 

1 found a home for many a homeless son,. 
Made many a Nations weal; 

XLI. 

'*Crowd follows crowd, — art, science flourish there. 
And consecrate Time's last and noblest reign, — 

Love, virtue, liberty, and pleasure share 
*The fruitful wide domain : 
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XLII. 

''Best refnge, that the Good and Groat can seek, 

Earth's out -worn realms, tlio' Oceans roll between, 

Thy fleets shall sweep, — thy bolts of thunder break 
The yoke of Oceans Queen.** 

XLllI. 

'*They arc owr Sons", I sighed, "Spare me the task 
To tell of kingdoms wrecked , and bathed in blood" 

The voice rejoined **their Sons may haply ask, 
Wondering , where Britain stood ; 

XL IV. 

*Sink! new Atlantis I sink beneath the main. 
Or share the fate of Babylon, or of Rome, 

Greater than both, you boast yourself in vain; 
To this must all things cornel** 

XLV« 

iiis words struck sadness in my soul : I saw 

How luxury steels the heart, how giant pride 

Stalks oer the necks of millions : viewed with awe 
A prostrate world , and sighed , 
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XLVI. 

"Ah! when will famine, war, disease, and woe 

Into th' abyss from which they came be driven. 

And that Millennium promised here below, 
Make Earth another Heaven.** — 

XLVIl. 

Thought cannot be restrained , in it^ unrest 

O'er time and space , from world to world it springs. 

My fancy tfius, borne eastward from the west 
Flew upon lightning -vrings. .^, 

XiiVItl. 

fl was a fluaiss nppiled, peak over peak/ 

Where scarce a blade of verdure seen to sniile ; 

A bubble upward cast, by jNature's freak, 
A drear volcanic isle : 



xux. 
And at the top, upon a ledge of rock, 

Where lived, but thrived not some dwarf twisted trees, 
A crazy hut, that quaked vrith every shock 
Of those tempestuous seas. 
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L. 

And on a crag, in deep abstraction lost, 

Turned towards the setting sun a ligure rose, 
Still as the stone, his arms fast lockedand crossed 
. As never to unclose. 

LI. 

( Thus , in the hall of Eblis Vathek prest , 

And would have stilled, self - tortured and apart, 

9y that unnatural tightening of his breast 
The throbbings of his heart.) 

LEU 

His cheek with. thought and care was jaundiced o'er. 
And one might read, he pined of that disease, 

Which eats into hot bosoms on their core 
Preying; inglorious ease. 

LIEU 

''Mightier than Caesar, or than Philip's son 
The Swede, ojr Carthagenian", I began. 

With all thy Hetacombs — Victories vainly won; 
Behold him ! — "tis the Man !" 



:/ 
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LIV. 

And he , as 'twere the echo of his own soul , 
And not my voice, all fiirther speech cut off 

With, "not in vain, who can his fate control ? 
I ill deserve your scoff: 

LV. 

"The blood I spilt has not been idly shed, 
The ashes of the fire I kindled , still 

Survive; the living fatten on the dead; 
Reap — where *twas mine to till." 

LVI. 

He paused ; — and whilst a smile of mockery curled 
His parted lips, but rippled not his brow, 

A world concentered in himself, thus hurled 
Defiance at his woe. 

, LVII. 

"My Present is the Past; I had great fame. 

Where'er my eagle banner sweUed the wind, 

Its lightnings, and the thunders of my name, 
With terror struck mankind. 
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LVIII. 

"Once, when my veterans marshalled, foe to foe, 
Viewed in dark clouds an omen of dismay , 

With ontstretched arm I cried "// fera beau;*' 
And blazed the orb of day. 

LIX. 

"Sceptre, Tiara, Diadem, and Crown 

I made my footballs ; o'er the necks I rode 

Of mightiest kings ; who fell in homage dovm 
Before me; as a Gk)d." 

LX. 

"You knit the bonds of a new tyranny; 

Tyrants they were," I said, "but you a worse. 
And you might once have made a people free, 

And perished by their curse." 

LXI« 

"I fell by Scythia's snows "his stem reply. 

And now the rock and vulture is my doom. 

"I trusted in a foe; and here I lie"; 
Write, Briton! on my tomb." 
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LXIU 

And next appeared the Great of many ages, 

Whose works blush thro' their darkness and their 
shame, 

Poets, Philosophers, Divines, and Sages; 
And then the Arabian came ; 

LXlll. 

A Prophet false or true, whose scyded sword. 
Where'er his crescent -standard was unfurled, 

Hewed down the lotions' idols, — still his word 
Prevails o'er half the world ; 

LXIV. 

Alfred, who based our rights on equal laws, 
And gave my Saxon sires the arts of peace. 

And that stem martyr to truth's sacred cause. 
Shame of ungrateful Gree(;e , 

LXV. 

Who, while the poison worked, reclined at ease 
Within his dungeon, taught the doctrine pure 

Of an immortal soul. Life the disease. 
And Death the only cure. 
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LXVI. 

Fainter and yet more faint, in distant shade, 
A Grecian slave bent o'er his dying lord, 

And from his body drew the reeking blade, 
Obedient to his word. • 

LXVII. 

Next rose in misty twilight a thick mass, 

Of those, who bade the stranger's voice go tell, 

That faithful to her laws, they in that Pass, 
For Lacedaemon fell. 

LXVIII. 

Then came the light of ancient Germany, 

Who stemmed the torrent of the invaders' flood, 

And Uke a Saviour, made his Country free 
By baptism of his blood ; 

LXIX. 

And more, of whom, had not sufficed to tell, 

In these poor rhymes, the longest summer -day; 

When , from my hand the magic volume fell ; 
And a broad garish ray; 
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LXX. 

Blinding — unwelcome — o'er my eyelids streaming, 
Altho' the Visions, to the last had fled, 

Left me in doubt , if I were waking , dreaming , 
Or with the Mighty; Dead. 



4 
^ 
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TO A SUNBEAM. 



Beautifiil sprite! from a world of light, 
With thine Iris^plumed wing, 
-^And girt on thy throne, with a diamond -zone, 
What gladness thou dost bring. 

Hast thou blest with thy smile, many a planet -isle, 
On thy way to this nether sphere; 

•Or borne on thy car, from some orb afar, 
An Angel to watch us here? 

In the rocky flood, and the trackless wood, 

And the desert lone and drear. 
Thou coms't in the mom, to some wretch forlorn. 

To chace, with thy look, despair. 
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Thou cheerest the gloom of the sick man s room , 

Art a welcome friend to all ; 
And leavs't a farewell, in the Prisoner's cell, 

Thro' the chink of his dark dank wall. 

In the path thou hast trod, thou hast seen thy God, 

And his works from pole to pole ; 
And perchance in thy course, hast traced to its source, 

Could St the first Great Cause unroll. 

Oh could' St thou but speak, what we blindly seek, 
Thou might'st clear as thy beam explain, 

The mysteries deep, that in Nature's sleep, 
Flit in dreams o'er the rapt Seer's brain. 

From the Sun of thy birth, thou descendest to Earth, 

And return'st to thine home on high ; 
And cheatest the doom of the murky tomb 

With hopes that can never die. 
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WRITTEN UNDRR A PICTURB OF 

PROMETHEUS BOUND, 

WITH THE OCEANIDES j 

by Lekmatm, 



Is this of Man the friend , of Christ the sign , 
In lingering fetters bound, undue reward 
Of all his virtue ; of his wiD benign , 
Whidi self- forgetting, sealed his sentence hard? 
Yes, 'tis the Titan! Ocean's daughters here 
With grace half- human, half- divine appear; 
The wind is whistling where their tresses flout, 
The sea -weed, fluttering, coils their limbs about, 
They turn, in fear and trembling, to behold 
A sight their hearts prophetic had foretold ; 
What silent, lonely horror dwells around — 
Whilst on the air their feeble wails resound; 



^^^ 
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•Fast to the rock they cling, lest angry Jove, 
Should hurl them back with thunders from above; 
Their music -breathing accents mild and meek, 
To the chained sufiFerer hope and comfort speak; 
Aod in their looks of pity we rejoice, 
That Art can to the Canvas lend a voice , 
Leaving -40 gifted Genius nothing more 
To seek — for Fancy nothing to explore. 
Henceforth no fable be the hallowed tale, 
Confess that Verse is poor, and Sculpture pale. 
That here made palpable our dreams of youth , 
The imaginary real , and Fiction , Truth. 
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SONNET , 

TO JUSTINUS KERNER , 

WRITTEN AFTER HEARING HIS MAGIC MUSIC. 

Talk not of harp , or viol , lyre , or lute , 
Or what they aU in unison can impart, 
That simple pipe's enchantments better suit 
My spell -bound fancy. — Vain and feeble art 
To pour forth such bewitching melodies: 
A dying echo, a lone gurgling stream, 
A choral flustering of leaves , birds and bees, 
Voices of whispering Spirits heard in dream, 
Were poor comparisons — and if iny ear 
Failed not, some Angel, in the form of Elf, 
Caught op the strain, and sung it to himself, 
And bore it, lest it die, to his own sphere; 
And;, with it flew my soul; its bondage riven; 
That strain a link connecting Earth with Heaven. 
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AN JUSTINUS KERNER 

NAGH DEM ENGLISGHEN VON LVISE YON PL(ENNIES. 



Spricht nicht von Harfen, oder Lauten-Choren, 

Die sich in schwellenden Akkorden heben, 

So lange noch in meiner Seele beben 

Die Tone, die kein anderer fcann beschv^oren. 

Der eignen Seele Ton glaub' ich zu horon 

In seFger Traum, er shein mich zu umschweben, 

Von Geister-Laut«a der Natur umgeben 

Von Sang der Fluth, vora Fliistem dunkler Fohren; 

Kein Dichter, oder Sanger kann vergleichen 

Sein'Leid' mid diesem. Tong auf Geisterswingen , 

Ein Sylph den Ton empor zu seinem Reichen, 

Und Hess ihn dort in hohVen Sparen klingen : ^ 

Daraus mit seinem Schaaren luft'gen Reigen, 

Ein Rand um Erd' und Himmel hold zu schlingen. 
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PART I. 

Lady ! hearken ! I will tell thee, now the agony is 

past: 
I i^hould die, if I revealed not all my love from first to 

last : 

How I met that beauteous maiden, how I wooed ker 

for my bride, 
How I led her to the Altar; how she pined with grief, 

and died. 

Thou hast 4oved me like a Mother , as a pledge this 
hand I take, 

If by all the world forsaken, thou at least wilt not for- 
sake: 

*) Vid. Memoires de la Marquise de Greqoi. 
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Thou hast known me from my childhood , know'st , I 

deemed as idle toys, 
When out -worn the sports of children, all that makes 

the sports of boys ; 

And a crowd of thronging fancies , by myself scarce 

understood , 
Filled my soul to overflowing with a wildly -pulsing 

flood. 

For I loathed the World's Conventions, with their false 

and tinsel ties, 
And their webs of glittering sophisms tangled in a mesh 

of lies. 

And I pitied, for I marked, beneath a curse and social 

ban, 
All beside a favored few, denied the equal rights of 

Man: 

Ah ! I hear a buzz , a murmur swell of sudden dis- 
content , 

Like a Mine, at length exploding, in its sulphur - cavern 
pent; 
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See iti flames the churches, prisons, — crimson -dyed 
the palace - halls , 

And upon their mangled victims, dance the frantic Bac- 
chanals. 

Tis the day of retribution ; — best and worst the no- 
blest fall, 

And , oh shame ! upon the scaffold , perishes the last 
Lamballe. 

"Visionary;"! may be so — in dreams by day, and 
dreams by night. 

Oft my boyish fancy conjured up such visions of af- 
fright ; 

Vfh&t ipy tutors taught, 1 loved not, hated all their 

musty books ; 
Sought for wisdom, where I found it, m the langvage 

of the brooks ; 

Nature was my guide , and led me , as by an Enchan- 
ter s wand. 

Thro' the mazes of the woodlands, making all a fairy- 
land. 
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But a sudden change came o'er me, and a void was in 

my breast, 
What I yearned for that I knew not, by my loneh'ness 

opprest. 

It was a balmy Evening , in the leaiy month of 

June , 
And to her mate the nightingale poured forth a loving 

tune; 

I s.carce had marked the Western glow, I scarce had 

heard her lays, 
My spirit steeped as in a trance of antenatal 

days; 

On Thymerale I stood, where Anet's forests stretched 

afar, 
An4,,gazed, scarce conscious that I gazed > upon the 

Evening - Star : 

\^en Hwt me, and his orb, there tripped along the 
briery slope, 

A form , in airy lightness that outstepped the ante- 
lope. 
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A child — you see her haloed there in sunsets f^olden 

hues, 
It is her reflex , imaged well by Genius and by 

Greuze ; 

A peasant girl — upon her neck her massy ringlets 

float, 
And holding, as it drags her on, a scared and fractious 

goat: 

It dragged her thro' the thorny brake , and dashed her 

on the ground; 
My breath came short — I quickly ran — and wiped 

her forehead's w^ound ; 

She smiled upon me thro' her tears, and sobbed her 

thanks the while, 
There was a thorn in every tear , a rose in every 

smile ; 

She said, "my name is Genevieve, a widow sick and 

poor 
My Mother is, — and there's our cot;" she pointed to 

the door. 



9 
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I oft retun^d , retaming oft , some little gifts I 

brought ; 
She sighed, "I've nought to give*'; yet in return some 

cowslips sought; 

And tied them in a linndle sweel, and placed them in 

my breast, 
And now, since all beside has fled, those wild flowers 

here shall rest , 

More precious than yon casket's stores , — St. Loais 

holy prayer, 
A brooch jwherein i^y .4(6ther's set; my only Sister's 

hair: - / 

Ah yes ! my poor losjl Genevieve , 'my best and dearest 

friend , 
These cowslips shall be treasured Jiere, with love wUch 

knows no end. 

One morn she came not to the r^ck^ I waited till the 

night; 
Then to my chamber stole, nor sl^t, but rose, before 

the light, 
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And clinging to the rugged wall, with hands, and feet, 
and teeth, 

I reached the court — and soon 1 stood the cottage- 
roof beneath. 

A lamp was there, for still 'twas dark, and conscious 

of no sin , 
I lift the latch, — the threshold pass unheard, — and 

venture in ; 

And then 1 saw my Genevieve , had eyes for her 
alone, 

She knelt beside a couch, — 1 heard her Mothers dy- 
ing groan; 

A Pastor read — and now he prayed — and bade her 

part in peace, 
Then first 1 saw that blessed sight, a Christian soul's 

release. 

A HoUy - branch a woman held , "Fly vital spark 

away , 
And join thy Maker!'* — thus it was, the man of God 

did say: 
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"Amen/' I cried, and straight addressed the disempri- 

soned dead; 
*i love thy child; swear solemnly I will .your daughter 

wed;'* 

1 gave her hand a filial kiss , to seal my plighted 

troth , 
"Fll love her as Heavens Angels love, your spirit shall 

guide us both/' 

While thus I spake , the Cure turned , "you kneeling 

there my son ; 
You here, my Prince", "Oh! take the Child, and guard 

her as your own; 

Instruct her, guard her", I exclaimed, "and 1 will all 

defray" ; 
The Priest assents, — and to his home he took her on 

that day. 

1 swore to wed that Widow's child, before her corpse 

and Heaven, 
And I have ratified the Vow , which I had doubly 

given. 
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PART II. 

Blame me not, Lady, blame me not! nor say that one 

of royal race, 
Wedding a poor and lowly maiden , brought it a 

disgrace ; 

Such were your words , I heard you breathe them , 

words misused and misapplied, 
Raised to the mighty throne of France , her monarch had 

been well allied. 

Not for me my cousin's levees , where his hveried slaves 

resort , 
Not for me the painted dolls, and fripperied puppets of 

the Court. 

Not for me some mincing Duchess, disciplined in fash- 
ion's school. 

Taught to counterfeit a love she only learnt by rote or 
rule. 
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I*- 

On an evil stock engrafted , flourishes no goodly 

tree , 
If the bloom is nipt in setting , tell me what the fruit 

will be. 

Should I fall in trusting youth , into some scheming 

Mother's snares, 
Bartering , at the vilest price , a daughter's love , like 

common wares. 

All her feelings numbed and blunted , idolizing state and 

pelf; 
No , — I took a peasant's daughter , and she loved me 

for myself. 

Who had not been proud to own her, for in her might 

all behold, 
The nobility of nature , cast in Beauty's finest 

mold. 

But enough, — the die is broken, and 1 have outlived 

the wreck, 
I must trace the path of sorrow , be there madness in 

the track : 
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I had hoped for bliss , but found it not ; in dariaiess she 
• was won, 

■If 

And darkly every deed must end, that ventures not to 
face the Sun. 

Was she happy? many a day was passed in melancholy 

mood; 
And frustrate hopes, and sad prognostics served her 

for her daily food. 

Absence tortured , — love is jealous , other — more at- 
tractive charms, 

When I came not, oft prevented, might have kept me 
from her airms. 

Letters too , she conned and conned them , and she 

fancies that she reads 
Coldness and indifference, choking all lifes flowers like 

poisonous weeds. 

Then she pined, grew paler, thinner, weaker, full of 

doubts and fears, 
Till they choked the sands of gold, and clogged them, 

one by one, with tears. 
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Coward, recreant! should I hide my treasure far from* 
every eye, 

Leave thee .slighted , unacknowledged leave thee, Gene- 
vieve! to die! 

ArQ two different Natures in us, warring there with 

mortal bale? 
Did the Angel scorn, forsake me, and the victor -fiend 

prevail ? 

**Calm thyself", go, still the breakers, backward drive 
the Tropic's rain, 

Put out the coming lightning's .flash, allay the hurri- 
cane. 

The fit is past, — he comes again, a form , a Daemon's, 
not a man's , 

One day perhaps a regicide — the monster Or- 
leans. 

My secret marriage known to none save that insidious 

lord , 
With treachery, kin alone could know, he did my trust 

reward. 
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With noxious drugs he drugged my eup; wine is a 

deadly snare, 
'Twere well for him if I were not, for he had been my 

heir. 

Or haply he had seen, and hoped one day to win my 

Bride : 
With flattering arts, and Court -device, he kept me by 

his side : 

He spoke of blood disgraced , he spoke of my endan- 
gered fame. 

And when I would have led her home, he mocked me 
with her name. 

His lies poured poison in her ears , conveyed witfi 
subtlest art ; 

He missiles forged, whose lightest word plunged dag- 
gers in her heart. 

I went, I wrote, sometimes reproached, yet loved her 

fondly still. 
Did 1 not suffer too , with soul presaging many 

an ill? 
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But not the worst ; then fever came on me , for pas- 
sion's strain, 

Like to a chord, too tensely strung, with discord jar- 
red my brain. 

My father never left my couch, and from my ravings 

strove , 
I raved of her I loved , to read the story of my 

love : 

And she — my frenzy crazed her too , and on one fa- 
tal eve, 

A trusty page from Chamart comes, to tell of Gene- 
vieve : 

In breathlessness of haster he seeks my Sire , and gas- 
ping cries, 

"His Wife , the Prince's wife , my Liege ! upon her 
death -bed lies." 

"His wife I my poor lost Lamballe's wife ! — his wife ! — 

I come, I come, 
For 1 vnW bless her ere she die ; quick ! guide me to 

her home." 
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He reached her — one short moment more had fled her 

flickering breath, 
Her spirit hovering o'er the gulph that yawned *twixt 

Life and Death. 

"Look on me , Genevieve" ! he cried , "behold your Hus- 
band's Sire." 

She oped her eyes , the embers of two worlds consum- 
ed by fire: 

When thro' the chamber's gloom , a ray of sunny light 

confest 
The speaker, and the diamond - cross that sparkled on 

his breast: 

Attracted by the brilliant star , as at a taper's 

glare 
A wakened infant smiles , she caught the princely glory 

there. 

"Your Son"; 'twas all that she could say. " "My 

Daughter", he replied, 
*i bless thee — pray for thee." as thus he kneeling 

sobbed, — she died. 
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She heard the blessing, heard the prayer, and with a 

look, unblent 
With one regret for Earth , her eyes upon that cross 

were bent. 

Her spirit had returned to Heaven , with none of Earth's 

alloy ; 
And all who saw her would have said, that she had 
died of joy: 

So might we deem, for sweeter than an Angel's sculp- 
tured rest, 

Was the marble -calm, the peace divine her counte- 
nance exprest. 

So calm it was , one scarce could think that she had 

ceased to breathe, 
gond - hoping 'twas tired Nature's sleep , and not the 

sleep of death. 

And they buried lier in St Etiennes pile, in royaj pomp 

and pride, — 
And raised a tomb for the peasant -bride by my sainted 

Mother's side. 
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TO * *. 



Tho' passed away full many a year. 

To me in sorrow past, 
I see thine image pictured clear 

As when we parted last. 

The eye that beamed with feelings warm. 

The manner, only thine, 
That told, within thy graceful form 

There dwelt a soul divine. 

Dear Youth! tho' cold Philosophy 
Has chilled with gloom thy brow, 

Despond not — think, that yet for thee 
All is not dark below. 



h- 
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Is Friendship's voice no longer sweet, 

Shall Beauty vainly tell 
The love, that in her heart's retreat, 

For thee shall treasured dwell?. 



In Glory's path I see thee tread, 
I blazoned hear thy name, 

A wreath of laurel crowns thy head, 
By honor twined and fame. 






•k 



And shall the World for one like thee, 

So far above the rest, 
Impart no hope — no sympathy, 

No charm to soothe thy breast ? 



Whate'er may be my future lot, 
I grieve not for the Past, 

For many a sweet and verdant spot 
Elilivens life's dull waste; 
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There blooms the recollection dear, 
Of moments passed with thee ; 

Those cherished moments nought shall tear 
From faithful memory. 



Affection's eye shall oft bedew 
Thy picture with a tear; 

Believe, at least one heart is true, 
And think, that heart is here. 



**» 
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WRITTEN UNDER 

"the revenge of the flowers." 



Die! — and of aromatic pain — 

Sweet maid! it was thy hapless lot, 

Ephemerals that we are, we strain 
At joys, too dearly bought: 

the Moth finds death in its delight, 
The Bee in many a calix dies, 

The child, is blinded by the light, 
Limed twigs entangle Flies; 

Love has its victims : sudden wealth 
Makes maniacs; ever the more nigh 

To death is on^in ruddiest health : 
All earthly bliss a sigh. 
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\T.STERnAY. 



He's gone! yet still that voice I hear, 
Those accents float upon my ear, 
And Echo faintly seems to say, 

Twas Yesterday. 

In every tone there is a spell — 

He came — is gone — has said Farewell, 

And Ah ! too soon has past away 

That Yesterday. 



so 

Game — gone ' — what words of hope and fear ! 
The first how welcome — last how drear; 
And yet at times 'tis sweet to say 

'Twas Yesterday: 

Forgotten, losf, and drowned in tears, 
Deep in th' abyss of former years, 
I see a funeral's sad array , 

Tis Yesterday. 

And day by day, and year by year, 
Each mournful Brother foUowhig near, 
Shall ohaunt the dirge, and sigh to say 

'Twas Yesterday! 



;% 
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AUS DEM ENGLISCHEN 

VON 
LOUISB VON PLOBNNIRS. 



Er schied, noch schwebt sein Ton mir vor, 
Noch lauscht dem theuren Klang mein Ohr, 
Und jedes Liiftchen redet hier 
Von gestern mir! 

Ach gestern, LuftI ward dir vertraut 
Der Willkomsgruss , der Abschiedslaut , 
Und nur zu bald , ach I ist entflohn 
Das gestem schon. 
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Erst gesternf denkt die Liebe gem, 
Schon gestern F ach wie todt und fern ! 
Drum Gliick und Qual im Worte brennt, 
Das gestern nennt. 

Kalt^ todt, mit Thranen heiss getrankt 
In die Vergangenheit versenkt, 
Gleich einer Braut, den Kranz im Haar, 
Was gestern war. 

Und trauernd folgen Jahr nnd^Tag 
Als Schwestern dieser Bahre nach, 
Und scheidend, jede von den Schwestern, 
Spricht : Gestern ! 



1^ 
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AUS DEM ENGLISCHEN 

VON 
I. M. DAUTZBNBBR6. 



Hy ging! — nog streelt fyn stem myn oor, 
Dat gretig volgt der woorden spoor, 
De weergalm flutstert bly gelast: 
"Eerst gistren was't!" 

Ach, gistren klonk in's windjes spel: 
"Hy kwam — ging been en fei vaarwel! 
"Helaes, ook gy sucht dra verrast: 
""Reeds gistren was't!"" 
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Eerst gistren! denkt de licfde graag, 
/t^aeb gistren I is der liefde een plaag ; 
t Luidt droef en toch foo schoon gepast 
"Ja/ gistren wast!" 

Beweed, vergeten, koud en wyd 
Yerfonken in een' vroeger' tyd, 
Dood in de kist rust thans myn gast, 
Vriend, gistren wast. 

In't rouwkleed volgen dag en jaar 
Als broederen den lykstoet naar, 
Sy fachten scheidend en vermast : 
Ach, gistren was't!'' 



« 
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THE MASQUE OF DEATH. ^ 

A BALLAD. 



The banner hang high on the Castle tower, 
And the watchman was braying the midnight hour; 
The Monarch of Scotland, its boast and pride, 
That day had wedded his much -loved bride. 

And the Barons and Lairds in crowds were seen, 
With their bonnets of blue, and tartans green; 
And the noblest maids of the land were there, . 
With eyes out-sparkling their jewels rare. 

And the pipers piped to the merry dance, 
And twos by twos, threes by threes advance. 
And blythest and brightest among them all , 
Was the bridal^pair at their bridal ball. 
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Till Straight to the monarch in breathless haste 
As he jostled the Guests the Warder paced, 
With "Some Strangers come, for 'tis Carnival -time, 
To beat* a measure, and chant a rhyme." 



Then slowly strode thro' the mail -hung hall, 
Gaunt spectral figures, lank and tall. 
And at every step as they moved, they cried, 
"Woe to the bridegroom, woe to the bride." 



"Birds evil omen'd — shapes not of Earth, 
Why come ye to croak in this place of mirth," 
Thought Uie bride, as she trembled with doubt and fear. 
For they chilled the room with their atmosphere. 



With no sweet odours they filled the air. 
The tapestry glared with a lurid glare. 
And their motley mantles floating grim, -- 
Itfade the lights in the chamber red and dim. 



* 
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Murder, his blood-stained dagger raising, 
And Ruin with her torch outblazing, 
Frenzy with fixed unmeaning stare, 
And ashy-visaged wan Despair; 



Guilt, with wild looks, as one possest. 
Remorse, with hand upon her breast. 
Panic, whose limbs like palsy shake, 
And Conscience, writhing with her snake; 



Hatred, with eyes like burning coal. 
And Jealousy, with the poison -bowl, 
And Vengeance, panting hard for breath. 
And more made up the Court of Death. 



Foremost of all was the skeleton king, 

Such a griesly group he well might bring. 

And he ranged in a wreath, with his bony hand, .-.^ 

And took, in the. midst of the ripg-, his stand. 
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And the mystic circle's space within, 
Was his fair-limbed bride, and daughter, Sin. 
Her locks were adders of gold to see, 
And "her face was as white as leprosy" : 

And she whirled and she twirled within, and without, 

And she toiled and she coiled, about and about, 

And she bound them, and wound them with twine and 

twist, 
As the snakes in accord to the music hissed. 

And around and around with leap and with sweep, 
They measured time to the bagpipes keep. 
But no echo waked , as they whirl , and swim , 
Till their voices join in this choral hymn. 



Heighho, and well- a -day I 
The. wind it howls on the broad salt -way, 
ihe night-hawk shrieks as it sails along. 
And frightens the air wiA its boding song. 



^ 
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Now low, now high, the breakers fly, 

And paint wierd shapes in the spectral sky: 

From the wrecks of the coast, where is no sea -room, 

And the corpses are weltering , we come ! we come ! 

Over the mountain, and over the heath. 

We hasten to dance the Dance of Death , 

Woe, Woe to the bridal day! 
The bridegroom liies from his bride away : 



Heighho, and well -a -day! 

The wind it howls on the broad sea-way, 

Dreary and dark was our irksome flight, 

As we walked on the wings of the stormy night ; 

From the pestilent city and fields of blood , 

We have skimmed the froth of the wintry flood, 

From the wilderness swept by the red Simoom, 

Where the vultures are feasting, we come! we come 

Over the mountain, and over the heath, 

We hasten to dance the Dance of Death. 



»..i 
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Woe! woe! to the bridal day, 
The bridegroom hies from the bride awav. 



Heighho , and well - a - day ! 

The wind it howls on the broad sea-way: 

The lights are flickering dim and dimmer, 

The light of life shall soon cease to glimmer, 

Proudly it boasts of its flame so bright, 

But soon it will smoulder and sink in night: 

From the dying man's bed, and the dungeon's gloom. 

From the rack and the gibbet, we come! we come! 

For the Masque of Death from the merry throng 

Shall choose a victim, and drag him along; 

Woe! woe! to the bridal day, 
The bridegroom hies from the bride away. 



Hollow and hoarse the voices that spoke, 
And they closed the Dirge with a raven -croak, 
Or as over a corpse the JackaUs sieream , 
When ib^ howl in chorus by G^ges^Mream. ' 
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And shrieks arose from the bride -maids around, 
For Jolita had sunk in a swoon [)rofound, 
They had tried, but in vain, to hush her alarms, 
And she lay, as one dead, in her bridegroom's arms. 



But the Spectres where? — in mute amaze, 
All eyes on the vacant circle gaze; 
They had swum unheard o'er the old oak -floor, 
They had passed unseen thro' the old oak -door: 



But no Baron or Page had dared to ask 
The names of the Masquers , the jest of the Masque ; 
Had some Mummers been acting their parts too well. 
Or Witchery woven a frightful spell? 



Were the Vision false, or the Vision true, 
That "Anatomy grim", and his ghastly crew, 
With an insolent pageant, or hellish show. 
Had converted a night of joy , to woe. 
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Thus murmured the guests, and 'twas tumult all, 
As the king rushed thro' the vaulted hall, 
And he loudly cries; "Bring my Courser black/' 
And springs with a single spring on his back; 



And his steed, with a leap hke a Highland goat, 
Scarce touches the bridge that spans the moat , 
The Gate it had neither watch nor ward, 
For the Vassals lay drunk in the Court of Guard. 



And the rain it drives in a pelting stream. 

And the Ughtnings bicker with forked gleam, 

And amid their flashes an inky speck, 

Flits onward , rash — rash — as the tempest's rack ; 



What Dsemon possesses his noble horse? 

He laughs at the curb in his fiery course , 

Re snorts aghast , as he scents ike blast , 

Sure ! Death and his Court they are speeding fost I 
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fligh over the mountain and over the heath. 

He follows the wake of the Masque of Death , 

He swims the swollen brook, and he threads the wood, 

On — on to the cliff that o erhangs the flood. 



He heeds not the cliff, lists not the roar, 
Of the breakers that burst on the rocky shore , 
He hears but **Woe! woe! to the bridal day, 
The bridegroom hies from his bride away :" 



And the wind it howls on the broad sea-way; 
And the steed's black mane is dashed by the spray, 
And his clattering hoofs strike out sparks as he flies 
On — over the beetling precipice. 



• :* 



The cloads are all fled, the torrents subside, 
The wave ripples softly as ebbs the tide , 
And inoming broke, with its ruddy glow, 
On a horse and horseman outstretched below. 



i~ 
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His Crown was dabbled, and red with gore, 

And the coursers torn sides with the salt -foam hoar, 

Woe to the bridegroom, woe to the bride ! 

She died at the news of that dreadful ride. 



And now o'er the hearth, at Christmas time, 
This ride forms a theme for the Minstrel's rhyme. 
And many a bride can scarce draw her breath. 
At the o'er -true tale of "The Masque of Death.'**) 



*) Note. At the Nuptials of Alexander of Scotland and Joiita 
daughter of the count de Dreux, (on April 15, 1235,) which were 
celebrated with great pomp at Driburg ; in the midst of the rejoi- 
cings, and when music and pastime were at the highest, a strange 
Masque was exhibited , in which , a spectral creature like Death 
glided with fearful gestures amongst the revellers, and at length 
suddenly vanished. The whole was probably intended as an excel- 
lent Mummery, but It was too well acted ^ and struck such terror 
into the festive assembly, that the Chronicler Fordun considers it as 
a supernatural shadowing out of the future misfortunes of the King-^ 
dom. It is added that Alexander's horse stumbled over a rocky cliff 
above the sea, fell with its rider, and killed him on the spot. 

Ty tier's History ofScoOand, 
Vol 1. Pag. 58. 
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TO A LEARNED PROFESSOR , 

IN ANSWER TO A QUESTIOH, 
"what think you op PLATONIC LOVE?** 

The wisest of the Seers of old , 

Left what he knew of love half told ; ♦) 

Then why should a dull Pundit task 

A Poetess's wits, and ask 

With turned -up nose, and air sardonic, 

What think you of the love Platonic ? . 



Adam, when placed in Eden, drew, 

From God himself, love, pure and true, 

And to his fallen children here 

Bequeathed, tho' dhnmed by many a tear, 
. A spark of that divinest flame , 
V Which bears the virtuous Plato's name; 

*) Plat(f never explained his syalem* '^' 
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For he, when parted from the Gods, 
Brought Love direct from their abodes. 
A Love of an immortal birth. 
Unsullied by one taint of Earth; 
But to be understood, or known 
By Spirits gifted as his own: 
No grey -beard Pedants idle theme — 
A thought — a vision , and a dream , 
What it is not, most find below, 
And what it is, few seek to know, 
To vulgar Souls a mystery here; 
A scoff, a mockery, and a sneer; 
The reason to my mind is plain, 
But this I mean not to explain, 
*Tis rather to be breathed than spoken, 
A word — and all the spell is broken. 



Cease then I first seek a newer birth. 
And next ask questions not of Earth , 
So shall you learn to understand 
The secrets of a "better Land/' 
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Say, what in life should we fondly cherish. 

Ah ! wherefore fear in the grave (o perish : 

We walk in a maze of doubt and fear n^. 

Poor miserable Pilgrims here; -^^''' 

The sordid of soul, and of heart untrue, "'' ' 

Rise by the fall of the better few. 

The sneer of the mean, and the scorn of the proud'. 

And the coarse dull scoff of the vulgar crowd , 

Vfho loathe the thing that is fair and bright, 

Make J^is world no Home for the children of Light. 

Tli0n what in life should we^|iQa|41y cherish , 



Ah ! wherdof^ fear in ^^^^^fft^Bip perish. 



Mi. 



-t 
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'T was in a trance, when o'er the paths of sleep, 

Memories of former days in visions sweep , 

That in dim mystic words, from the deep mine 

Of thought invoked , my spirit spoke to thine ; 

Qlp utterance came, I feared my fluttering breath 

IMi^Qidd fail me, smothered in the embrace of death. 

Dear cold embrace! which oft hath lured me nigh 

That gulph, where some would have all memories die. 

Stifle not one, imparting to cold clay 

.Promethean fire, nor let it fade away; 

So that whate'er the Future, I may deem 

The Past a Present, and the Real a Dream, -?SI 

Live in that Past, no Ul^m lament my lot, 4:*^*f" ■..'^py| 

And die, nor unforgettmg -*:Jior forgot. *iSJ/^.^^ 
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TO A PRIMROSE. 

IMITATED FROM THE GERMAN 
OF LENAU. 



Dearest of flowers ! 

Art thou so early 
Come in thy beauty? 

Welcome! thrice welcome! 

Primula veris! 

Soft thou hast slumbered, 

Softer than any 
Flower of the meadow , 

Dearest of flowrets ! 

Prinoiula veris! 

Felt by no other, 

Scarcely perceptible, 
Spring's first faint breathings. 

Whispering, waked thee, 

Primula veris! 
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Like thy frail blossom, 

Frost -nipt at opening, 
Thus sinks some Nursling, 

Joy of its Mother, 

Primula veris ! 

Thus dies deserted, 

Houseless , misheltered , 
Cruel Man's victim 

Daughter of sorrow, 

Primula veris! 
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A DREAM OF THE GUNDERODE 



Close to the waters of the lovely Rhine , 
Cold as the heart that wooed to wither thine — 
With noiseless step, and soft uplifted eye, 
In mute and uncomplaining agony , 
Thy floating spirit gently glides along, 
111 -fated child of feeling and of song; 
A spirit -form of beauty and of love, 
Meek as the lamb, and gentle as the dove: 
Yet in my dreams, 1 see thee wandering there, 
Yet in my dreams would save thee from despair, 
Bid thee resigned the path of sorrow tread 
Hot seek a refuge with tK uiisorr owing dead! 



(2 



I dared not Aell thee 'twas a deed of shame , 
I could not say 'twould stain thy spotless fame, 
I ^d no tongue to chide, no heart to blame; 
I could \i\\t mourn the blight of hopes decayed, 
Weep o'er the wreck a ''') second Theseus made, 
In those rough crags another Naxos see, 
In Ariadne but a type of thee. 



.k 



*j vide Ariadne at Naxos: post. 
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THE PRINCE'S RING, 

A BALLAD. 



In Meresburg Castle -court doth hang 

An old and wooden cage, 
Where a dark Raven hath abode 

From youth to extreme age; 
There, in the furthest comer perched 

The dull unwilling guest. 
Like some poor conscience -stricken wretch, 

Who has his crime confest: 

Within these walls, a Legend tells, 
There dwelt a Prince of yore. 

Who had in jewels priceless wealth, 
Of rings a golden store ; " 



^x■^ 



r 
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And one, well- known among the rest, 
Whose gems more sparkling were, 

He destined for his mistress sweet, 
Pledge of his love for her : 

9 

That ring, which on the table lay, 

All vain the search, — was gone. 
And in that room had entered but 

The Chamberlain alone. 
The Man was tried, all seemed to prove 

Him guilty of the sin , 
"Thou must have been the thief, for none 

Had access else within." 



The Prisoner cried, 'Tm guiltless, Lord! 

As is a child unborn". 
His Master made but this reply, 

And stamped with rage and scorn. 
"Thou darest to deny thy crime, 

Your craft is useless all. 
Struck by the Headsman s vengeful axe 

That head of thine shall fall." 



TUB PRINCES RING. 75 



He mounts the block, his blood must soon 

Atoning drink the sod ; 
*'I perish — perish — innocent — 

Be thou my witness! God!." 
— It clears away, the cloud of night 

That this misdeed conceals, 
And now the Prince repents his haste, 

And bitterest anguish feels. 

For to a tree -top there did climb 

A b^d and nimble boy, 
And glittering in the Raven's nest, 

Was seen the missing toy. 
He seized the precious ring, and to 

The Castle brings the tale. 
The lad was radiant with delight, 

Tbe Prince's cheek grew pale. 

"Ah woe is me! my trusty Page 

I most unjustly slew, 
I see it all — the Raven there 

In quest of plunder flew.'' 
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A captive next, he made the bird, 

Who sits in caitiff- wise, 
In the dark corner of his cell , 

And glares with gloomy eyes. 

In Meresburg Castle -conrt doth hang 

An antique wooden cage. 
Where a dark Raven has abode, 

From youth, to extreme age: 
When died th' ofTender old, they caught 

A young one of the brood , 
To be to every judge unjust 

A sign and warning good. 



Note, In one of i^e corners of the Castle - court at Meresburg 
I remarked an old Wooden Cage, in which sat a Raven gloomy 
and motionless, and stared at me so strangely that I shrunk back 
from the glare of his eyes. This cage dates from a very distant 
period, and the Lord of the Castle for the time being, has ever 
kept there a Raven. On my enquiring the reason of this, the 
above relation was made me. 

IhB Dreeksient Wenderseha/t , 
von DmM Birtt. 
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SONNET. 



GOOD ANGELS, 

FROM A PICTURE. 



It is a winter night — the waves are dashing ; 
Along the desart shore the spray is hurled, 
From murky clouds the forked lightning's flashing. 
The terrors of the tempest are unfurled. 
In concert with that scene, three Dragons fell 7 
With open jaws , impatient of their prey , 
Their deadly fangs and endless folds display, 
And with them loosened rave the fiends of hell. 
And lo! what forms are these? an Angel rears 
An Infant high, another from her arms 
Receives the babe, in all its innocent charyns. 
And up to Heaven in clouds of ^ry bears. v 
What emblem, say, those Angels and that child? 
M^ saved from sin , and tQ^vQofl reconciled ! . 
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SONNET 

TO LOUISE YON PLOBBiNIRS 

ON HER BIRTHDAY. 



The gold-refiner in his crucible 

Tortures with Are the earth -impregnate ore, 

The dross fallen off, it glitters more and more, 

Till in the mass he sees his likeness well: 

But in each polished verse, thine image dear. 

Fresh from the mint of thy creative mind, 

That glows more brightly with each coming year, 

Is no alloy ; nor can it be more refined. 

And thou hast suffered too from the world's wrong, 

In health and fortune hast been sorely tried ; 

Tis good for some to be so purified; 

But thou wert ever pure in heart as song. 

These lines are but adulterate coin — 'tis bold 

For chemic art to gild refined gold. 
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THE DOG OF MONTARGIS *) 

LE CHAMP -CLOS. 



I. 

Hark ! hark to the bugles in martial strain sounding I 
How the crowd presses forward to witness a fight 
Far, and near, old and young, were a circle surround- 
ing 
Marked out for a strange, tho' a heart- stirring sight. 
On a platform the king neath a dais reclining — 
The Queen in her charms all her Maidens outshining — 
And Nobles unnumbered the barrier enlining, 
Where the dog of Montargis lies coiled in his might. 

*) vide, Les Monumens de la Monarchie Fran^ise par Rlontfaucoo. 



■ I.- 
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II. 

Then entered the hsts — and meseemed that he trem- 
bled — 
A knight doomed to face thee — deshevelled his hair — 
His cheek it was livid with guilt ill dissembled , 
A bcUon and targe all the arms that he bare. 
Not a hand was extended to him as in greeting , 
Not a word to the caitiff exchanged by the Meeting, 
From all looks in the arena his own were retreating, 
They were fixed on the dog — as he springs from his 
lair. 

HI. 

Poor dog! — now thine eyes flash defiance at danger, 
Now they gratefully beam on the king "wise and good"; *) 
Who appointed the Murdered no mortal avenger , 
But the truth of his cause left to Justice and God : 
To him he consigned it — no judge ever erring, 
By caprice or by favour the culprit preferring. -^ 
Why to some slow tribunal the trial deferring. 
Send thee back to thy Master's lone grave in the wood ?•» 

*] Charles 5fh of France sumamed the wise and the good 



. < 
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THE COMBAT. 



IV. 

The Dog was of an Alpine breed , 

Combining courage, strength, and speed; 

A giant too in size, 

Who might have grappled with a bear — 

Brindled he was , and rough of hair , 

And deeply set his eyes; 

Wiry his limbs — his fangs were long. 

His head was large, his loins were strong 

Half- wolf, half- mastiff — of a race 

Extinct in these degenerate days. 

V. 

Surely his dear -loved Master's sprite 
Has that good hound of his possest , 
And beats within his noble breast 
To nerve him for the unequal fight. 
His office well he knew. 
That he was to maintain the right — 
The Champion of the injured knight - 
But to his instinct true, 
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Knowing the cudgel of the foe 
Might brain him at a single blow, 
He swerves to left, to right he swerves, 
No leopard nimbler in its curves. 
He doubles near — he doubles wide — 
Before — behind — from side to side. 
His jowl now lowers upon the ground 
In act to make a sudden bound ; 
Twas but a feint Macaire to cheat, — 
For just beyond his reach , he wheels 
And fastens on him by the heels : 
Thence driven — sore-prest — with flying feet, 
Which in that moment well were fleet. 
He barely reached his Cask's defence ; 
The tun was open either way, 
And on its beam -ends, as it lay, 
Made him a lair secure, from whence 
He might retreat; advance, attack 
His Man -foe in the front or back, 
There he with growls indignant lies. 
Fire flashing from his blood -shot eyes. 
Like some chace- maddened wolf at bay. 
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Who fills a hunter with dismay. 
He bides his time — and ring on ring 
Each narrower — with one mighty sprinij; 
Beats down the buckler — and behold I 
His fangs have met — nor quit their hold ; 
There, where the throat exposed and bare, 
OflFered a spot to fix and tear. 

VI. 

Then shouts arose the arena thro', 

And the bugles a note of triumph blew, 

And voices swelled loud, and yet more loud 

Than peal on peal from a thunder - cloud — 

And with eyes to Heaven, and pointing hands, 

They cried. "The ^Tetch convicted stands;** 

"God's judgments ever are the best:" 

"Let him not perish unconfest." 

And at a signal made by the king, 

The Pursuivants rushed within the ring, 

And the man from his canine victor tore, 

His fangs dropping down with the culprit's gore, 

And whilst his wounds bleed life away. 

Turned to the Monarch he thus did say. 
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THE COITFBSSION AND DEATH. 
VII. 

"He was my friend — but Sire ! you know" 

How soon a friend becomes a foe: 

Friend, said I — nay I I owned no other, 

I loved him as an only brother — 

Loved him — my Liege! — till in your sight 

He shone, and he deserved it well — 

The better and the braver knight: 

"He who has felt, alone can tell," 

The scorpion -stings of jealous hate; 

The pain — the torment — and the hell 

Of one, who longs his rage to sate; 

And such was mine — There is a spot, — 

Half- hidden now by Autumn's leaf. 

That falls on it as if in grief; 

By me it cannot be forgot; 

For there — one morn, with none beside, 

I lured Montdidicr forth to ride — 

None, said I? — yes, — that faithful hound 

Before us played with joyous bound ; 
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And roused a roany-antlcred deer, 

The foresfs patriarch — as it passed, 

An arrow Aubrey sped in haste, 

And missed, but with my ready spear, 

I, hunting after nobler game, 

Transfixed him with a surer aim : 

He fell — limb -loosened from *his horse; — 

And I dug a grave for his lifeless corse ; 

The while the eager hound pursued 

That buck of Ten thro' the intricate wood, 

But when he panting backward came , 

With lolling tongue, and spirit tame — 

And I had galloped fast away, 

Then the poor Dog, set up a howl — 

It ne'er has past from me, that bay 

Over his murdered Master s clay ; 

It sunk into my inmost soul, 

That deep and long-drawn howl, that sound 

Was not the baying of a hound ; 

Twas full of sobs, and full of sighs, 

It was a voice. 

That seemed to say 
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No more rejoice! 

That howl , at the white dawn of day, 

In the blaze of noon , in the shades of night , 

Came back to haunt me with affright. 

VIII. 

"Poor suffering dog! — why need I tell 

How much you loved your friend — how well I 

No servant could be half so true, 

No mistress to her lord as yo<!| 

So trusty was no sentinel : 

Upon the grave which I had made, 

Beneath the forest's gloomy shade, 

Many a night, and many a day, 

In vigil o'er the corse he lay; 

And moaned his loss with plaintive cries, 

The big tears rolling from his eyes. 

Till hunger -faint — with thirst half-dead, 

He crawled to the Court, to beg for bread, 

And howling and yelling resought his lair, 

To be alone with his despair; 

Alone ! — Desi)air ! — no ! there was one 

Who listened to his piteous moan — 
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Whose eye transpierces all below, 

Sheds blood for blood — with blow for blow. 

"It chanced — not chanced — his will decreed, 

That in avengement of the deed , 

My Liege ! you and your Archers rode, 

I with the rest, thro' Bondy's wood, 

Till we came to the fatal spot, and found 

The dog lying stretched on the new -turned mound; 

And whining with long, low whines for his lord. 

And they dug up the corse with the spear -wound 

gored , 
(Where later, many a Mass was said 
For the peace of the soul of the unshrived-dead:) 
But the Dog , with sense that could not err , 
Hunted about and about the Guard, 
'Till he scented his master's murderer; 
I beat him back — I well nigh felled, 
But he was not to be repelled; 
He charged me still, and prest so hard, 
That ill for me it might have fared, 
Save for my comrades ranged around : 
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Else had he torn me to the ground. 
Thou knowest the rest — Life oozes fast, 
A mist , a dimness films my eye ; 
I die — as I deserved to die:'' 
He spake — his spirit past. 

And the brave dog! — no records tell 
What thee^ thou best of friends ! befell ; 
But hadst thou lived in those proud days 
When Athens flourished free and great, 
Thou hadst been nourished by the state : 
And many a bard had sung thy praise, 
And many a statue imaged thee 
To eternize thy memory , 
And History handed down thy fame 
With his who bears Xanthippus' name. 



TRANSLATIONS 

FROM 

GERMAN POETESSES. 
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ANNA LUISE KARSCHIN. 

Born at Schwiebns, on the frontiers of Silesia, on the Isl De- 
cember 1722: Died at Berlin on the 12th. October 179t> After the 
death of her father, who was a farmer and alehousekeeper, she was 
adopted by her Great Uncle; afterwards tended her Mother's cows, 
and goats , made an unfortunate Marriage with one Hirckom a cloth- 
weaver atSwinbus, and having been divorced, then became the wife 
of a drunken Tailor at Fraustadt. She was taken to Berlin by the 
Baron von Kotfwitz , where she obtained the Name of the German 
Sappho. Frederick the Great neglected her. — Auserlesene Gedichte 
17&V. Gedichte nebst Lebenslauf. 1792. 



TO GOD, 

WHEN I AWOKE IN THE CLEAR MOOKLIGHT. 

I think of theo, when waked from dream, 
Thou God! who partest night and day, 

And dost by night with sunny beam 
The dusky moon array. 

Thou shincst glorious from afar 

Thro' realms of space , that know no bound , 
And countless as the sea-sands are, 

Stars diadem thee round. 
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What floods of glory thine to see ! 

The darkness girt about with light 
Looks down on us, and emblems thee, 

Thy mystery and thy might. 

Thou sun -creator! passing great 

In the minutest star above, 
Sing thine unutterable state 

The morning -stars in lore. 

In choir together they rejoice, 

Banded, as at that hour they sung, 

When at thy word, they with one voice 
From the deep chaos sprung. 

Worlds, that no numbers can reveal. 
They in the firmament were set, 

Thou spakest, and revolved the wheel. 
That rolls unwearied yet. 

In youth immortal undecayed, 

Though yeai^s in thousands go and come, 
Time's alternations cannot change 

Their brightness, or their bloom. 
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But here beneath then- look sinks down. 

Grows old, to wither — perish all; — 
The pomp of (irowns — the mightiest throne 

Time hastens to its fall. 

And man is as the grass outspread, 

His comeliness to age a prey, 
Tlie seer, who in the stars is read. 

Time in the dust shall lay. 

But I, all -wise Disposer! thee. 

In books, thy hand has writ, of night. 

Would strive to read; O! teach thou mo 
To question well thy light. 

Lord I me illmnine from on high, 

Thou guide of each uprising star, 
And look within my soul, 'till I 

Know, who, and what vou are. 
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TO — 
OX SLEEP, 



The weary way-worn traveller reposes 

On his hard couch, like monarch blest, 

And o'er his head his wings sleep folding closes. 
And fans him into rest. 

A loving friend, from Heaven itself descending, 
He watches o'er him at his call, 

Soft as the leaves of roses sweetly bending 
That round their calix fall. 
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lie drops a healinji; balm upon his spirit. 

Its day -worn vigour to renew, 
So does the drooping grass at eve inlierit 

The freshness of the dew. 

He brings, of future harvests many a vision, 
Before the toil-worn threshers eyes, 

And passing sumptuous boards in proud derision , 
From the rich reveller flies. 

He hovers o'er the lords of wide dominions , 
Who lean upon their warrior -shields. 

Then leaves them, flitting by on rapid pinions, 
To dream of battle - fields. 

But thou dost sleep in peaceful joy reposing, 

As at the happy hour, when flew 
The boy -god to your couch, and violets choosing 

Did o'er thee strew. 
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CAROLINE LUISE von KLENCKE. 

Daughter of the Karschin ; bora at Fraostadt in the Grand Dnt- 
chy of Posen, on the 21st June 1754. Died at Berlin, September 
1802. She was twice Married — but as unfortunate as her Mother 
in both Unions. Gedichte 1788. Lebenslauf ihrer Mutter; besides 
Dramas. Romances and Articles in reviews. 



THE SLEEPING CHILD. 

TO HER DAUGHTER HELMINA, (nOW MADAME DE GHEZT. ' 



How charming is the Cherub's slumber! 

One round arm here — the other there 
No worldly trammels to encumber, 

How free it looks from earthly care. 

Who can believe one touch of sorrow 
May eer disturb so calm a mien, 

Or deem, such innocence should borrow 
One taint of our frail Nature's sin. 
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A soul in starry light is hovering 

Around its brow, like Heaven, fair, 

And its sweet Angel -face half- covering. 
Luxuriant hangs its golden hair. 



Beautiful spirit -eyes, which waking 
Delight me with their lucid rays, 

Still laugh beneath their fringed lids shaking ; 
Can they work harm in future days? 



How lovely are the limbs so tender! 

Their motion, e'en the lightest one, 
Has Music in't — each finger slender 

Seems to possess a magic tone. 



Soon it will wake — but little dreaming 
Of its own newly - wakened charms. 

Or, why, with countless beauties teeming 
1 kiss — and press it in my arms. 
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But dormant ah! within that spirit, 

Lie storms, which yet it cannot learn - 

Desires — whose source it must inherit — 
A Hell, in which that heart may burn. 



Oh ! may a Mother's love undying , 
As with thee now, so ever rest. 

For sure no cloud, in tempest flying. 

Shall harm thee on my fondling breast. 



Oh! may thy heart, Earth's pomps deriding. 

No false enjoyment ever feel; 
No passions in thy soul abiding 

Mar thine eternal bliss or weal. 
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HELMINA CHRISTIANE von CHEZY. 

Daughter of Madame von Kleoke, Graoddaaghter of the Karschin, 
born at Berlin 26th January 1783 ; married in 17th year A. Freiherr 
von Hastfer, from whom she soon separated* In Paris, whither, 
in conseouence of an Invitation from Madame de Genlis, she re- 
paired, she became the wife of the great Orientalist A. de Ghezy. 
Gedichte 2 Bande 1812. Herzentdne auf Pilgerwegen 1833. Text 
znr Oper Euryanthe, by Weber, 1824. besides very many Novels, 
Tales, and Romances, and Contributions to different Periodicals. 



SONG. 

Still — void — all — all is o'er — 
Joy gives me joy no more — 
Soft airs for me blow not — 
Sweet odours none have got. 
My heart is sore. 

Dead — dead and gone; lone — bare 
This heart — sense numbed and drear — 
Who knows? — it may be so, 
If I am doomed to go, 
I know not where. 



1(H) SONG. 

A peerless form of light 
Has crazed my poor brain quite; 
Dearer — and yet more dear, 
Nearer — and still more near 
Since far from sight. 

My heart has this resource, 
Which still keeps up its force — 
Like a spirits breath, one word 
Wakes, in my being stirred. 
Of tears the source. 

Can Love such coldness know? — 
Cold — distant — was I so? 
Can Tnist such Treachery move? 
Pleasure so painful prove? 
O joy ! — O woe ! 

Bird of a brighter zone ! 

Thou spread St thy wings — art gone 

High over hills and plains; 

What then to one remains 

With her grief alone ? 
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OH! STAY. 



Tomorrow — and tomorrow 

Oh! stay — and with no blight, 

Love! — thou bloom'st in sorrow, 
But art our life and light. 

Tomorrow — and tomorrow 
Oh stay! — to bless our lot 

Hope! — a star in sorrow, 
A God's -Forget -me -not. 

Tomorrow — and tomorrow 

Oh stay ! — ray spirit's might. 

Faith! — all love, and sorrow 
And hope are in thy light. 

Tomorrow — and tomorrow 

Stay , Sorrow, too thy flight ! 

One who knows not sorrow. 
He knows not love in light. 
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LUISE CAROLINE BRACHMANN. 

Born at Rochlitz in Saxony, on 9th Febraary 1777. drowned 
herself at Halle in the river Saale on 17the September 1822. She 
was acquainted with Schiller, and her first poetical effusions appear- 
ed in his Musenalmanac , and the Horen. — Auserlesene Dicntun- 
gnn 4. Vol 1823. — Auserlesene Erz&hlungen, ond Novellen. 5 4c 6 
1826. 



LULLABY FOR MY HEART. 



Hush! — hush my heart! — why beat'st thou so? 
Ah! slumber once for all! 

Forget the pleasures that are flown, forget thy hea- 
vy thrall : 

Ghde softly down the dusky path ! there under 'tis 

so cool ; 
Is not the still and quiet grave of each dear wish 

the a;oal ? 



LULLABY FOR MY HEART. 403 

Kind Nature is our nurse , and in our darkest, 

gloomiest day, 
Fond Mother! she is ever nigh, though seeming far 

away. 

4 

However long the day, and full of care, her eyes 

so mild 
Oft shed a cheering beam upon the cradle of the 

Child. 

But when the silent night begins, then takes she to 
her heart 

Her lost forsaken one, and heals its bosoms fester- 
ing smart. 

And amid sweetest melodies, that round its pillow 

sweep. 
Makes golden dreams, like flowers outbloom, in 

fragrance from its sleep. 

But hush , my heart ! there may be sung for thee , 
with thy last sigh, 

And with thy sunset's parting ray, a soothing Lul- 
laby. 
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EPITAPH. 

WRITTEN FOR HERSELF, AND FOUND AMONG HER PAPERS AFTER 

HER DEATH. 



I firmly hoped — devoutly loved — and well 
And fervently maintained the vows I gave : 

What then is left, for one who bids farewell 
To love and hope? — a solitary grave! 
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CAROLINE VON GUNDERODE. 



Born at Carlsruhe, 17th January 1780; destroyed herself in the 
Rhine at Winkel in the Summer of 1806. For the particulars, See, 
''Gothe's Briefwechsel mit einem Kinde/' "Die Gunderode'' 2 VoL 
1840. She was the daughter of a Baden Chamberlain, and Abbess 
of the Cronstett Convent at Frankfort on the Maine. — Gedichte und 
Phantasien 1804. Poetische Fragmente 1805. under the Pseudonyme 
of Tian. 



THE MOURNER AND THE ELVES. 

Gropes o'er the grave of his lost love 
A youth, with many a heavy sigh, 
Down sinks the darkness from above, 
And passing, flit pale spectres by; 
About him mists of Evening rove ; 
The night -wind whistles round his head; 
But all his soul is with the dead. 

Dreams — troublous dreams his senses close: 

Sad crawl the hours unmarked along; 

When wakes him from his false repose 

Gay Music, and a choral song; 

He lifts his eyes, sees rows on rows 

Of Elves, that dance — a joyous rout, 

In wreath, the new-made mound about. 
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When hark ! the loveliest of the braid 
Says, "Youth! why art thou mourning so? 
If thou hast lost thy true -loved maid, 
Forget her: Elves are free from woe; 
Come! dance with us, where she is laid, 
Our feet to merry measures move, 
Glad is our life — and light our love. 

"Tarry not! in a few short hours 
Thou moulderest — in a little while 
Wither and fade the fairest flowers : 
Come then I let us your grief beguile." 
Wild springs he up, with new-born powers. 
O'er his bride's bones, with spirits light. 
Out -capering Elves in his delight. 

Thus dancing — he forgets his woe, 
As blythe as any Elf or Fay, 
Adown life's stream his sorrows flow, 
Above the clouds he floats away. 
Sees generations come and go, 
And casts a bright and merry eye 
On all things as they bloom and die. 
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THE ADEPT. 



One who had deeply searched and scanned 
What wisdom taught, to science dear, 

Reached, in his voyage, the Indian land, 
After long wanderings year by year. 

Its priests are famed with patient zeal 

For prying into hidden lore; 
They part the Apparent from the Real, 

Have learnt of all below the power. 

Valus is entered in their schools ; 

And binds himself, with many a vow. 
To sacred keep their Orders rules. 

And to their sovereign will to bow. 



108 THE ADEPT. 

To him their mysteries they unroll : 

How vain seemed all things that he knew; 

He had not probed their inmost soul, 
Contented but with names and shew. 



Now one he sees in every Sum, 
Sees Nature, old, yet ever new, 

Though endless changes she assume, 

Forms wondrous, yet not strange to view. 



He dives into her deep abyss. 

Her secret operations pores. 
Descries how Matter wedded is , 

And how combine the Earths and Ores. 



He next receives the third degree. 
Preeminence, few Magi know. 

Who thus thro' Nature's spirit see, 
And gain of her the mastery now. 
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Thrice consecrated thus, the Sage 

Has made a great and mighty span, 

And his Hfe's course, from age to age, 
Is singled out from that of man. 



Though generations ebb and flow. 

Pass on, and in the tide are gone, 

And reigns Vicissitude below, 

He — he remains — alone — alone. 



And as their Cycles onward roll. 
That one unvarying law obey, 

A horror creeps into his soul, 

For all return like night and day. 



Change has no charm wheree er he rove 
Creation has no mystic maze — 

He finds no being here to love — 
The race of man is not his race. 
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"The goblet to the dregs to dram, 
And live a Hfe that cannot close, 

To sail for ever on the main, 
Land at no haven of repose. 



*'Farewell" he cried, "to all delight. 
Vain privilege to mount so high! 

Finite seek not the Infinite! 

He is the happiest who can die." 



Ill 



ARIADNE AT NAXOS. 



On Naxos' rocks stood weeping — deserted — Minos'- 

daughter ; 
Beauty s wild lamentations mount to the ear of Gods. 
Down from his throne his lightnings Jove hurls o'er land 

and water, 
To whirl her in the storm up to his blest abodes. 

Poseidon opes his arms — he burns in his abysses, 
And longs for her embrace in his dark halls below — 
Shall Ariadne mount to Heaven s immortal blisses , 
Or shall she shadow -like to gloomy Orcus go.? 

She lingers not to plunge into the raving billows — 

The wounds of festering hearts no healing power can 
prove — 

On Death's fond bosom rocked, no mortal anguish pil- 
lows, 

Best refuge is the grave and night for hopeless love.! 
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ROSA MARIA ANTOINETTE PAULINE ASSING. 

Born, Barnhagen ron Ense; at Dusseldorf 23th May 1783; died 
at Hamburg 22th January 18 YO. Poetischer Nachlass, 1840. 



THE RARE FLOWER. 

"Oh Maiden! say! what seekest thou 
The enamelled meadow thro'"? 

"I saw full many a fragrant flower 
Bright -spangled with the dew." 

"Thou passest unregardful by 
Each flower of various kind ; 

Then let me know, my pretty child! 
Which is it you would find" ? 

"A little flowret, wondrous -fair 
I sought, and seek it still — 

I sought it in the forest's shade, 
The valley and the hill." 
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**That flowret's name — thy wish's aim, 

Oh Maiden! prythee tell, 
Perhaps I may assist your search, 

AH flowers I know full well." 



"In vain I would to memory call 
The name my Mother gave it — 

I only heard how she described , 
Then ran I out to have it." 



She said, "the Maid her lot may prize. 
Who gets this little flower. 

For it will prove a Talisman 
In evil Fortune^s hour." 



"Oh hear! — there blossoms rosy -red, 
I think, you have it now, 

A wondrous little flower to soothe 
And ease distress > and woe. 



s 
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Sweet blossom ! in the spring of life , 

It can but welcome prove. 
Was that the flower your mother meant? 

Guess! what its name is. — Love!** 



"The flowret Love it cannot be. 

Of that I'm well aware — 
Besides it had a diff^erent name, 

4 

And is, I know, more rare. 



"My Mother told me many a one 
Had found it, they believed. 

But in the hand it withered, and 
They knew they were deceived." 



"There flourishes too another flower, 
Which shines and gleams like gold. 

It goes by Friendships name, and thaty 
Than Love, some dearer hold." 
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"No ! Friendship — that it cannot be 

Of this too I'm aware ; 
It had a widely diflFerent name, 

Besides — it is more rare." 



"There's yet another. Joy 'tis called , 
This flower, with winning wiles, 

For old and young, in odours sweet, 
And many colours smiles." 



''I know it well — that flowret blooms 

In never-fading youth — 
But stay! — yes! yes! I have it now — 

My flower is called Mans -Truth.** 



** Man's -Truth indeed! then faith, my child! 

In vain you've hither come; 
Man's -Truth! that never more you'll find — 

'Tis long since out of bloom ; 
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"It blossoms like the Aloe, once 

But in a hundred years, 
Scarce among many hundred men 

Found, one Man's -Truth appears." 
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ELISE PHILIPPINE AMALIE vow HOHENHAUSEN. 

Dau^'hter of the celebrated General von Ochs , born at the vil- 
lage of WaMau near Hesse Cassel on the 4th Nov. 1789. Married 
to Baron von Hohenhausen in January 1811. Gedichte 1. B. Erz&h- 
lungen. Novellen. 3 Parts Translations of many works of W.Scott, 
Byron etc. — Young's Night-Thoughts (an admirable version). John 
and Cornelius de Witt, an historical Tragedy. Rousseau, G<)lhe dc 
Byron , Sketches uf their lives and works 



THE BIRD IN THE CHURCH, 



What seek'st thou in this vaulted aisle, 
Sweet warbler ! free and happy thing ! 

Camest thou to this dark gloomy pile 
To hear the Choir their anthem sing? 

Oh ! float in Ether blue and bright , 
And sun thee in the morning -red, 

Live on in Love, and love's delight, 
Then softly mingle with the dead. 
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Tis we, that wander in a maze 

Of trials, longing for night's close, 

Who need this solemn place of grace , 
For the soul's solace and repose. — 



Bnt thou ! hence woodling ! songster sweet ! 

No longer in Gods house delay, 
Go! to the fragrant grove's retreat! 

And make thy life one summer's - day . 



Thou look'st at me, expressing deep 

And secret thoughts, so self-opprest. 

My spirit sinks — come then! and sleep 
In peace — here nestle on my breast. 



He's gone — is flown — my prayer was vain 
Who knows, but I may judge aright. 

That after death, he may regain, 
He also, a new life and light. 
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ANNETTE ELISE FREIIN von DROSTE-HCLSHOF; 

born at her father's Castle Hiilshof, near Munster, on the 12th 
January i79b. Gedichte 1844. 



THE CROWS. 



Hot — hot — the sun s red brand 

Burns right above our heads - 
Wide — wide — the yellow sand 

Its dust around outspreads; 
Only one streak of green 

Beyond - a row of firs ; 
And one might hear, I ween, 

If but a wan leaf stirs. 

Sickens the close atmosphere — 
A stillness , as of death , 

Lies dull upon the ear; 

But rise from out the heath 



\ii) THE CROWS. 

Dry — withered — pine -trees two — 
Like mourners over tombs — 

And there — an old grey crow 
Scratches her ragged plumes:. 

Then heavily^ in the West, 

Like a dark thunder -cloud, 
Wheels round the pine-trees crest 

And falls a sable crowd; 
Then they mounted anew. 

Fluttered, and screamed more drear, 
And downward whirling, flew 

Nearer, and yet more near. 

Right on the sandy dam. 

Encamped the gallows - crew ; 
And bathed, and as they swam, 

Their wings with ashes strew, 
Till every feathers grey; — 

Cease wallowing to and fro. 
And list to hear the lay 

Of the old She -carrion-crow , 



THE CROWS. 

Who lifts herself erect, 

Thrusts her long right leg out, 
One eye is bleared and flecked. 

The other blind and shut; 
Two hundred years, and more, 

Hunted — than fox raore sly, 
She snarls her wisdom's store 

To the young people by. 
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'*Knightly, and bold of bearing was the man! 
When proudly he rode foremost in the van , 
And made his bounding steed curvet and wheel: 
St. George he looked to me in coat of steel. 
The Weatherman — who — where aloft I sate; 
Let the sun burn my back with such a glow, 
Shook by the wind, and strike so hard my pate. 
That I might envy well that reverend crow, 
Who perched upon a hop poles top to see, 
Seemed, as if we were plants, himself a tree. 
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'*Aye!*) Halberstadt was bold — all called' liim so — ! 
And when he bit his lip , and knit his brow , 
There stood his landsmen - vassals stiff on foot , 
And strait as spears, such glances hen would shoot: 
Once snapped his sword — he tore away the slings, 
And with his scabbard hewed a horseman flat. 
Right glad I ever was he had no wings; 
He was a witless dolt — we all knew that; 
For when the fight was o'er, none saw him ride 
Home, with a Hver dangling by his side. 

"One summers day — this day two hundred years 
And fifteen, 'twas — he crost there the frontiers, 
There by the firs , that stand where rose the mound. 
Then might be heard a brisk and drumming sound — 
A sabre-rattling, and a battle -roar — 
Riders and horses sprawling on the plain, 
Along the slippery path puddles of gore. 
The cannon making broth of human brain , 



*) Note, The mad Christian of Brunswick, called from his Ec- 
clesiastical State, Halberstadt. — He was the Knight and champion 
ot The Princess Elizabeth of the Palatinate. He is supposed to 
have died ol poison. 
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Grenades, pikes, matchlocks strewn pell-mell around, 
Like unfledged peewits huddled on the ground. 



"I sat upon a gallows, where the breach 

My far - o erseeing eye with ease could reach; 

There Halberstadt, high -raised, was seen to stand. 

With telescope outstretched towards his band — 

Then like a staff he swung it so and so. 

And as he waived it, swerved his Soldiers all: 

From the champed bits I saw the sparks out -glow: — 

Such rattling that. — I tottered to my fall — 

Head over head I shot — and there lay flat — 

**To horse — to horse» — then shouted Halberstadt. 

"The smoke was in my ears and throat — 1 shook 
Myself — when past the qualm, towards the brook. 
Along the heath I fluttered, caw — (jaw — cawing — 
Beneath me what a shrieking — snorting — pawing! 
The chargers danced and plunged, and kicked, and 

ramped , 
Death-wounds convulsed — there horse and horseman lay 
Crunching the sand — here near and nearer tramped 
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Squadrons — some whimpering — chirping — crawled 

away; 
O'er them, as spurred the hot Bavarian fast, 
Full many tried to stick him as he past. 



**Long after I had fled into the wood, 

With crash and flash a wilder storm was brewed: 

But when the sun the pine -boles lit with gold, 

Oh! what a glorious banquet our's to hold! 

No costlier feast had kite or vulture lacked! 

We dropped in fourteen flocks — and what a throng! 

Corpse upon corpse — oh! how we pecked and becked! 

But Halberstadt was not the rest among, 

He never came across me from that day, 

A tit bit — but for whom 1 cannot say." 



She clenched her claws — her pole she scratches, 

Delighted in the bath to wade; 

When a hoar lord his head outstretches, 

Far older than old Scherezade. 
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*'Ha! ha! caws he — that was a time! 
Such women then — the lord be praised — 
Such red -cross Knights — and chime for chime, 
Then rung the land with Minsters raised." 
He coughs — outspits some sand and clay, 
And lifts himself, a Seladon grey: 



"If he was bold — so she was fair; 
That holy Nun, with snow-white hood, 
And sweeter far, than others are, 
In silks or coins of gold, she stood. 
Scarce was she lovelier, with her hair 
In ringlets tressed, upon the day, 
At the church - window when my lair 
I took — and Dash began to bay. 



"There the old Countess and Count stand. 
He with impatience in his bearing, 
His plumed cap dangling in his hand; 
She on her paternoster staring — 
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What Nobles! bronzed her cheek I thought — 
— Fell from her mother- eyes beneath, 
Two teardrops — one, off either sheath — 
But her pressed lip — it quivered not. 

"And she in velvet robe arrayed, 

With pearls and diamonds sparkling, there, 

Pale — pale — but not with grief, betrayed 

No shadow, in her look, of care: 

How calm — how innocently mild, 

Upon the shrine her locks she laid, 

A royal crop — what sweet hght played 

On every feature, as she smiled. 

*'But when — as on a gibbet's rack. 

One might a silken cord unroll — 

I shook the casement — heard it crack — 

Then with wild longings in my soul, 

Forth fluttered — 'twas as if the steel 

Had met and grided thro' my neck: 

All day I felt, or seemed to feel 

Cold — bare, about my head and back: 
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'*And later — hour by hour — I saw 

Her praying thro' the Cloister glide, 

Her sweet eyes bent, in silent awe. 

Upon the crosses by her side; 

Then in the quadrangle 1 dropped, 

And stepped about from stone to stone, 

As tho' in search of worms — sung — hopped 

Or made believe I searched for one. 

'*How she died — that I do not know; 
Her window was with curtains hung, 
And thro' it shone a feeble glow — 
I listened as the sisters sung; 
And tho' within the Cloister's round 
No stone was raised, I heard it said, 
That many sick had healing found. 
By virtue of that holy maid. 

"At the Church- end a hole, a damp 
And vaulted place is dimly shewn , 
As feebly burns the eternal lamp 
On piled stone - coffins , finely hewn; 



128 THE CROWS. 

Oft — when I, in the twilight grey, 
Poked my head thro' the bars, wo! wo! 
The Sleepers on their cold beds lay, 
Fairer than any fair She -Crow." 

He shuts his eyes and groans a caw — aw — aw ; 
Out thrusts his tongue, and opens wide his craw; 
Wing - hanging — sick , from all his hopes apart , 
The image of a crushed and broken heart. 
Then rose a death- snarl over him. "Fools all"! 
He screams, as from the firtree he plumps down, 
"Has some one heard me from Valhala's hall. 
From Thaut and Thor, and from the Rocking - stone , 
Saw ye the victim -block"? Then with one croak. 
Gets up the swarm, and clatters along the hills. 
The raven blinks, and gasps a short Cok, Cok, 
His feathers bristling like a hedgehogs quills: 
Then he ducks — scratches his bald ear about, 
Rattling to the last gasp, "Thor, Thaut, Thor, Thaut." 
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THE YOUNG MOTHER. 



In a neat chamber, with green curtains hung, 
On pillows white , a youthful Mother's seen ; 
How burns her brow! she to the leafy screen 
Lifts her dim eyes, where feeds her callow young 
A Nightingale: "Poor little winged thing"! 
She whispers soft, "thou art a captive too 
Like me, when all without is sun and spring, 
But ah! you have your darling chicks with you." 



The curtain draws aside the gossip grey, 
And sets her warning finger on her lip; 
The sick -one turns her heavy eyes that way. 
Well pleased, she would the healing potion sip; 
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She quaffs it now, and her white hand in joy 
Clasps the glass — "Oh! the draught refreshes! sayT 
Elizabeth! what does my pretty boy"? 
"He sleeps," replies the Nurse, and turns away. 

"How sweetly he must lie! dear little one!" 
And with a smile she sinks into her nest; 
Thinking that round the cradle had been drawn 
The veil — that veil torn at the harvest - feast ; 
But she had mended it with hand so fine, 
That all the neighbours wondered , and beneath 
Had made to spread the tendrils of a vine. 
"Why do they toll the bells, Elizabeth!? 

"iMadame! because today's Maria's day." 

"So full the Moon?" She tries to think — to speak — 

"What was it but?" — Her brain is now too weak! 

Searching, she finds, hid in the clothes away, 

A baby's cap, and with scarce light to ^ee. 

Or strength to work, she thro' the needle guides 

At last the thread — She'll do it privily, 

And softly — one by one, the stitches glide. 
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Then opes with creek the chamber -door, and creeping 

And cautious steps over the carpet paced. 

"Rainer ! come here , come here — I am not sleeping ; 

When shall 1 have our pretty babe? — at last." 

And he, with stolen glances cast above, 

Kissed, like a breath, her small white hands. „Poor 

Friend" 
He sighs , "be patient — patient to the end ! 
Thou suflFerest all too much as yet, my Love"! 

"Thou smell'st of incense"! "In the Church 1' ve been. 
Sleep I Child." And then he slowly slips away: 
She sews — and sews — and many a visioned scene, 
Firtrees, and flowers, and meads about her play: 
Ah ! when thou see st again the meadows green , 
Thou shalt behold a mound, and o'er the sod 
Pine -boughs shall wave, and creepers climb between, 
Then, poor Young Woman! put thy trust in God! 
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ON THE MOSS. 



Of late , when Night to the sun - tired land 
Of Twilight had dispatched her starry band, 
AH -lonely 1 reclined on the wood's moss: 
Nodded — how confidentially the dark boughs! 
Whispered the leaves, how sweetly o'er my brows 
Unseen, what odours wafted the wild -rose! 



And thro' the Linden'$ branches, glimmering, see 

A feeble light, which playing on the tree. 

As with a glowworm's might my eyes attracted — 

And 1 saw gloamingly a face of dream , 

Yet knew I well 'twas but the taper's gleam , 

From out the chamber in my house reflected : 



ON THE MOSS. 

So Still it was — 1 heard among the brakes 

The caterpillar's gnawing, and green flakes 

Of tree -down, eddying lightly, round me sweep: 

After so many throbbings to convulse, 

I thought I heard my heart beat like a pulse; 

Almost 1 seemed in Death's cold arms asleep. 
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Thought after thought rose up; my childhood's plays, 

And the fresh current of my youthful days, 

Faces — that now a Stranger -aspect wore; 

Tones long - forgotten rung about my ear. 

At length the Present and its scenes appear. 

They fluctuate like the waves on a sea -shore. 



Then like a source, that sinks, whirled round and round, 

And yonder shoots again from out the ground, 

1 seemed to stand upon the Futures edge; 

1 saw myself with body bent, and thin. 

And dull dim eyes; the inherited desk within, 

In order ranged, saw many a tender pledge; 
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The portraits of my loves, distinct and clear, 

In dresses, such as all have ceased to wear; 

Saw myself ope each faded case and cover , 

Saw withered locks, dust -dried — their colours gone, 

And down my furrowed cheek , saw , one by one , 

Large, bitter tears coursing these relics over. 



Then to the churchyard ! and on many a stone , 
Saw names too well to love and friendship known , 
And there with bended knees devout I lay; 
A cool gust strikes upon my brow — and hist! 
Twas the quail's call. Then sunk I, like a mist, 
Into earth's pores, and seemed to melt away. 



I left the place of tombs behind, and shaking 
Myself, as one from a death -trance awaking. 
Went stumbling on along the hedge's gloom , 
Ever in doubt, if the star - twinkling shine 
Gleamed really from that slumber -lamp of mine, 
Or was the eternal light within a tomb. 
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A LETTER FROM HOME. 



She by her window sate, at morn's first ray, 

And stared, and stared into an open book; 

She counts the lines — nor knew how many they; 

Far , far from thence what wings her fancy took ! 

Ah ! why so full of care her nightly dreams ; 

Why poured the sun thro' such drear wilds his beams? 

— To day, no letter — none again today! 



For weeks the lamp had kept her oft awake! 

Oft had she lurked, the half- closed door behind, 

If, suddenly the wainscot gave a crack, 

The shutter rattled, shaken in the wind — 

Steps come — more near — her sorrows all are fled — 

**No letter" — she has turned aside her head — 

Resought her chamber, and the lock drawn back. 
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What! no life -traces from the dearest hand — 
That which for the first time, with tender care 
Had set her on the ground, with a firm stand, 
And taught her infant -feet their weight to bear — 
— Drops sprinkled on the margin of the rill — 
In other lands in vain she lingers still; 
The hours crawl on — the days, weeks disappear. 



What feverish fancies torturing throng her breast? 
One loss her bosom has already wrung. 
Since when with inconsiderate feet she prest 
The foreign soil, and heard a foreign tongue; 
Parting she kissed a cheek, whose roseate light 
Is now extinguished in the grave's deep night; 
No wonder she is shaken from her rest! 



In dreams the sick-bed rises, and comes near; 
And features gloam thereout in a half- night; 
Who is it? she knows not, and lists all ear — 
Listens, with all her straining spirit's might: 
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Then up she starts at the wind's fitful sighs, 
And thinks she still hears heavy sobs arise; 
And if she wakes , she scarce can tell aright. 



But see! along the polished floor she flies, 

Her loose hair floating round her, and in tones 

Tremulous with joy, her face belying, cries 

"The Post — a Letter! — letter!" — Then she groans, 

And her tears start profusely like two wells. 

When all - inundating their water swells : 

Alas! one has a mother only once! — 



138 



THE HAIDEMAN. *) 



**Hence, children! from the marsh retreat — 
The sun sinks — and with loaded feet 
The sleepy bee more faintly hums. 
On the ground spreads a snow-white sheet; 
The Haideman comes." — 



The Urchins play about its edges , 

This plucks up grass , the stone that speeds — 

They splash about the pool's tall sedges, 

Catch butterflies upon the reeds , 

Shout, when the water -spider wedges 

His long legs thro' the tangled weeds. 



*) Note. The Heathman or Moorman — the Wildman. Thus 
in £iigland Nurses frighten children by saying the Blackman is coming- 
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"Shun the grass, children! have a care! 
See! where the bee sucked lately, there 
A mist the blue -bell filling, creeps: 
Stares from its form the timid hare — 
The Haideraan peeps." — . 



Scarce lifts his heavy head the snail, 
And crawls into his hole the mail- 
-Clad beetle — higher seen to climb 
The drowsy moth, in wider rings 
Mounting above the heavy rime, 
That rises under its wet wings. 



* 'Children! your farm -yards do not pass, 
Run not out into the morass; 
The Hawthorn, see! is hoar with dews. 
Plains the thrush from it nest i' the grass, 
The Haideman brews." — 



140 THE UAIDEMAII. 

The herdsman's pipe is dimly gleamini^ , 
Before him driven, his kine are s\vimming, 
As Proteus drives in the grey west, 
His sea-calves homeward in a flock. — 
The swallow twitters in its nest — 
And melancholy crows the cock. 



''Before your doors, ye children bound 

And sport — the grey mist folds you round; 

Up to your very doors it walks, 

A false light plays along the ground, 

The Haideman stalks." — 



Now raise the pine trees, tall and taper, 
Their green tops, thro' the upcurling vapour, 
Like Juniper -twigs from out the snow: 
A whispering runs about the moor, 
A faint hum — and far down below, 
The buzz increases more and more. 
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"Come in! come quick! ye little wights! 
Will of the wisp his lanthem lights , 
Toads swell — the snake is in the flags, 
'Tis dangerous now to be out o' nights, 
The Haideman drags." - 



Dim the last pointed fir, 'till wholly 
It melts in smoke, and slowly — slowly 
Stalks a cloud -phantom from the moor; 
And glides, on with colossal stride — 
The frogs set up their choral roar; 
And flits a gleam from side to side. 



When suddenly seems a brighter glow 

The giant's limbs to glimmer thro'; 

It seeths — enflames , as if with ire 

The North — the north! — from out it break 

Fire -pillars — spears of lambent fire: 

The horizon is one lava -streak. 
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God save us ! how it foams and churns , 
Round the vast disk how it smokes and turns! 
"Children! your hands together press — 
What brings dear times — fever — distress? 
The Haidemen burns.*' — 
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BAZAZET 



Lion and leopard, roar for roar, 
Louder, and yet more loud were howling; 
And the Simoom, their guide and herald, 
Spout on spout of sand uptowering. 
O Sun! hide thy beams! 

What creeps thro' the yellow sand? 
Is it a wounded Jackall? 
Is it a great bird there, 
A heavily - stricken Ibis? 

O Sun ! hide thy beams ! 

A wounded jackall it is not — 
No heavily -stricken Ibis — 
'Tis the mighty Bazazet, 
The richest man in Cairo, 
He who thirteen vessels had, 
Richly -laden gallies, 
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On his back hangs the water- gourd, 
The staiT is in his right hand : 

O Sun! hide thy beams! 



Woe to thee evil -fated gold! 
Woe to thee treacherous silver! 
And Hassan; woe to thee, false friend! 
Thou servant false and faithless; 
Thou took'st at night, my tents from me, 
Thou took'st from me my camels: 
O Sun! hide thy beams! 



Like to a corpse thou leaved'st me, 
Like a mummy dried and withered, 
Like a camel pining — famished — 
Like a wild beast of the desert; 
And the richest gifts I gave to thee, 
Gave thee twenty thousand Cori. 
O Sun! hide thy beams! 
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And so I J curse thee seven times, 
A thousand times I curse thee, 
May the ocean swallow thee! 
Thy burning house consume thee! 
May the lion smash thy bones! 
May thy blood lap the tiger! 
May the Bedouin plunder thee! 
Set a price on thee in the Desert! 
May'st thou in the sand-hills perish, 
Famishing — helpless — way -lost! - 
O Sun! hide thy beams! 
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LOUISE von PLOENNIES. 

Born Leisler, at Hanaa on the 7th« Nor. 1804. Married to Dr. 
von Ploennies in Darmstadt. She published a Volame of Poems in 
1844 entitled ^'Britannia /^ being a Selection of Translations irom 
the works of the best English poets. ^'Ein fremder Strauss.*' ^'Ein 
Kranz den Kindern 1844/' ''Reiseerinnerungen aus Belgien 1845 /' 
and has now in the Press ^ a ''Sonnettenkranz,'' to be entitled '^Die 
Sappho des Westens.*' 



THE ANCHOR. 



A vessel moored upon the strand, 
Like a huge dusky coffin lay: 
Is she bound for a far-off land? 
She sails for North -America. 
Bark! wondrous bark! thy bulk I hail, 
That many a flood and rock defies, 
What art thou like? a giant whale, 
Whose skeleton before me lies! 
Thou hast full many a bulkier bier 
Beheld , than meets my vision here. 
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Anchor! on whom my foot is prest, 

Thou took'st in other worlds thy rest. 

Tell me, thou old and rusty fellow! 

How often thou hast crost the billow? 

Reverse of thine, the seaman's lot, 

Who life's tempestuous ocean dares , 

And having found a quiet spot, 

Stills in his mother's lap his cares. 

But thou, in the earth's womb wert sleeping, 

Oceans none above thee sweeping, 

In a quiet haven laid, 

Long before thy voyage was made; 

And now, for aye, art doomed to roam, 

From world to world, without a home. 

In many a shape thou hadst been moulded. 

Ere round thee the chill waves were folded. 

Haply a golden ocean thro', 

As a bright scycle thou wert driven, 

Or haply with the red -man's crew, 

Hast, a brave sword, in battle striven. 
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Or haply, pointed like a lance, 
Warded the forked lightning's glance. 
Perchance, in that still peaceful port, 
Where wearied mariners anchor now, 
No more of winds and waves the sport, 
Wert once a cross of iron, thou. 
Hope's attribute — as then you stood, 
A saviour -anchor from the storm: 
Time was, when in another form, 
Perchance, you drank of innocent blood. 
Or haply, in a dungeon -tower. 
Did some poor captive's limbs enthrall, 
Who waked , too bold , at Freedom's call , 
And struck, ere she had marked the hour: 
Prize! — well thou may'st, the happier lot. 
That from the cell's dark bosom brought 
Thee from the horrors of despair. 
To the free main, and liberal air: 
Oh! let them purge thee from thy sin, 
Wash thee from spot and blemish clean. 
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Thou art of Hope the revelation! 
Thou art the emblem of salvation ! 
With all that chained and prisoned are, 
Because their free words fetters shun, 
Go forth! to other climes — afar — 
On the wide seas — away! — on — on! 
And when the lovely shores are high , 
The blue hills of the saviour - strand , 
Then to thy stoutest cable fly, 
And rest thyself in Freedom's land! 
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WOMAN'S LOVE. 



Say! what is woman's love? — a valleys stream, 
Which, though the ice may round it firmly close , 

At the first smile of the warm sunny beam, 
The brighter sparkles — and the richer glows. 

What too is woman's love? — a rose's bough, 
Which, though the North's chill blasts its flowers 
may strew, 

At spring's first genial breathings , in the glow 
Of youth and beauty lifts its head anew. 

What more is woman's love? — The Evening -star , 
That vainly shines first of Heaven's galaxy, 

A thousand times, in its blue depths afar 
Calm -lingering, till it catch one loving eye. 

And Woman's love's like the sweet bird of night, 
Singing, though wounded , in its wire- pent room: 

Like her own Soul, that when it takes its flight. 
Hovers, a thing immortal, o'er the tomb. 
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THE POOR SOUL 

A FLEMISH LEGEND. 



A poor sad soul was sighing, 
In bale-fires tried and proved 

"Were I once more beholding 
My true-love — all I loved." 

So sighed the Poor Soul, thinking 
Of years, fuU many a one, 

Until her time of penance 
At last should be outrun. 



Approached her Guardian -angel, 
With wings as white as snow, 

And in his arms enfolds her. 
To heal her love and woe. 



152 THE POOR SOUL. 

With sweet and gentle accents, 

"Poor sad Soul" said the sprite, 

"Come with me — come! — I bear thee 
To Heavens of love and light." 



The Soul says to the Angel, 
Close to his heart enfurled, 

"Might I once more revisit 

That far-off under -world! — 



"A thousand years I'd suffer 

Worse pangs , than all Fve proved , 
To be once more beholding 

My true-love — best -beloved." 



The AngeFs eyes flashed, lightening 
With love of heavenly birth , 

And the Poor Soul he carries 

Down — downward to the earth. 
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"Beneath the spreading Linden 
I shall my true-love find. 

For there I found him ever, 
In that dear spot reclined!" 



And as the shady Lime-tree 

They reached invisible — there, 

Sate under the green branches 
A loved and loving pair. 



The Poor Soul trembled, fainting. 

And not a word did say, 

* 

Nor he — the pitying spirit 
That bore her far away. 



Her higher still and higher. 

Up the blue sky he bore, 
'Till they at length were standing 

Heaven's golden gate before. 
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Then said The Poor Soul, sighing, 
"I must not enter there — 

Fm doomed for years — a thousand 
HelFs direst pangs to bear." 



But says the Guardian -Angel, 
With look an angel wears, 

"Thou wert in that one moment 
Tortured a thousand years/ 
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ELSE AND AAGE. 

A BALLAD , 

A Danish Legend, (from the Unpublished German.) 



It was a May- day morning! 
The bells pealed far and wide, 
When weds the Ritter Aage 
Else, his beauteous bride. 



Waked by their fond caresses, 
Bright bloomed the roses all, 
And his love -song, in greeting. 
Poured forth the nightingale. 



A month flows past — how quickly 
The roses have lost their bloom — 
Bliss is of brief enjoyment — 
Lord Aage lies in his tomb. 
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What sighs and sobs convulsive 

From Else's soul were prest, 
Like barbed arrows piercing 
The dark graves icy breast! 



From Else's eyes were rolling 
Scalding tears, one by one, 
And thro' the dark clods dripping, 
Went ever deeper down. 



One tear-drop falls, eardi sinking 
It reaches his death- bed — 
A spark — that reenkindles 
His heart so lone and dead. 



Love bursts the grave's hard cerements, 
Uncharnelled by its power, 
He quits his coffm — rises 
About the midnight hour. 
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Lo! he his bier uplifted! 
Upon his shoulders bore — 
And with it comes — is standing 
Beside her chamber -door: 



"Unbolt the door — thou loved one! 
Thy best -beloved is near — 
Ope! Ope the door, forlorn -one! 
Thy bridegroom he is here." 



''Speak the blest name, as wont, Love! 
And enter without sin." 
"Amen", replies Lord Aage, 
And Else lets him in. 



That was a heart -felt clasping! 
They clung with breast to breast, 
And all their bitter anguish 
In transport sunk to rest. 
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She combed from off his forehead 
With golden comb his hair, 
Each hair, of which she robbed him, 
Cost her a lucid tear. 



"Say! dearest! best! thereunder 
How was it with thy repose"? 
"There fell love, when thou smiledst. 
For every smile a rose." 



"And say! when I was weeping. 
How was it with thy mood"? 
"Each tear", replied Lord Aage, 
"Was as a drop of blood." 



She clung in joy and sorrow, 
Close — faster to him grew: 
"Hark! 'tis the hour for parting, 
It was the red cock crew. 
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''The Dead must at that summons 
Back to their clay -beds cold" 
"Let crow the cock! the red one! 
ril never quit my hold." 



"A second time he's crowing." 
**That was the Black cock's crow. 
"Soon in the hght of morning, 
The opening Heavens will glow." 



tt 



"That tone I must obey Love! 
Let go my coffin's sheath"! 
"Oh take — Oh! take my life, Love! 
And give me back thy Death." 



Lord Aage with his coffin 
Forth from the threshold hies, 
And by his Love companioned, 
Strides out beneath night's skies. 
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Their road lay thro' a pine -grove, 
A pine -grove long and dark, 
"The spot we as quick shall reach love! 
As sheds yon star its spark." 



The gloomy wood's behind them, 
The church yard now is there, 
"Lord Jesu! oh! how quickly 
Grown white thy golden hair." 



They prayed before the chapel. 
In the moon's cold spectral ray: 
"Lord Jesu! oh, how quickly 
Thy cheek has fallen away:" 



"Hush Love! thou must not weep so, 
Lift up thy heaven -lit eyne, 
As clear, as in their brightness 
The stars above us shine." 
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This said — her look she lifted, 
Up to Heaven's golden dome: 
Meantime her lord has vanished 
Sunk down into his tomb. 



No more she saw him — never 
She homeward took her way, 
And dyings broken-hearted. 
Soon with her bridegroom lay. 



II 
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IDA, COUNTESS von HAHN-HAHN. 

Born at Tressow, in the grand Dutchy of Mecklenburg -Scwe- 
rin , on the 22 June 1803* Daughter of Count A. Fr. von Hahn - 
Neuhaus, after a short period, seperated from her husband Fr. W. 
Ad. von Hahn -Hahn — Her '^Geaichte'* appeared in 1839. She is 
the Author of many Novels , and Travels in Europe and Asia. 



FERDOUSI. 



"Shines my bounty on my subjects, like the sun by 

Nature's law, 
Wealth, and all the world's distinctions come from me," 

exclaimed the Schah. 
**Hc who serves me, who delights me, upon him my 

light is thrown, 
To Ferdousi — to my Minstrel must I be in debt alone? 
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"He who raises to a hero, one, who victory's flag un- 
furled , 

Merits best the post of honor, from the ruler of a 
world ; 

Take him then a horse, and matchlock — gold — a 
purple robe to wear — 

Greet from me the darling poet! Go! and bring Fer- 
dousi here." 

And the Courtiers stood confounded at their Master's 
mighty word. 

No one knew Ferdousi's hut, and no one of his want 
had heard, 

No one knew that oft Ferdousi nor a roof, nor bread 
had got. 

Such the Schah had named, but who. and where Fer- 
dousi, they knew not. 

And obedient to the monarch, thro' the Persian land 

they went, 
With the costly presents laden , which he to the minstrel 

sent , 
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And at many a door they asked, in towns and cities 

great and small, 
"Dwells there here the noble singer, one, whom men 

Ferdousi call?" 



At length replied a voice, in answer to their question; 
"who wants me"? 

Oh! how great their exultation! oh! how glad the 
Schah will be! 

Down they laid the gold and treasures, and as they in 
reverence bent. 

Cried "Ferdousi! Hail great poet! Hail to Persia's or- 
nament" ! 



Rapture flows from every tongue, the house is shaken 
with a shout: 

When , behold ! the latch is lifted , and Ferdousi totters 
out; 

Speechless — corpse -like — wan — forth -totters, hang- 
ing on consumptions brink. 

And the gifts, a royal homage, but upon his ashes sink. 
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EMMA VON NfRNDORF. 

Married to Major Sukkow in Stuttgarf. — ber Poems have ap- 
peared in different Periodicals. 

THE SECRET. 



Hast thou felt thoughts autumnal stealing 

Over thy spirit in the spring, 
In autumn -hours, a spring -tide feeling, 

When frost and storm are on the wing? 

Perceived — however faint and fleeting, 
In joy, a shade o'ercast thy brow. 

Thy heart with unknown transports beating, 
Beneath a sense of bitterest woe. 

A truce to care, let joy or sorrow, 

Chequer your being as they may. 
Doubt not that there will come a morrow. 

To end in one long summer -day. 

Of Sisters two , but one inherits 

From Heaven, 'twas thence she brought it. Love! 
The best of the angelic spirits , 

Sorrow on Earth, called Joy above. 
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LA BARONNE DE BONAR. 

Lines written in the Albam of Andreas Hofer's House at Bande, 
in the Tirol. 



By Mantua, in the valley, 
There is a gloomy spot, 

Though bright the sun is shining, 
Its beams transpierce it not. 

By Mantua, in the valley. 

Grass greenly decks the ground, 
No flowret there may flourish, 
No breath of Heaven can nourish 

The blood -besprinkled mound. 

By Mantua, in the valley. 

Wet Hofers blood the sod. 
There — for the land he cherished. 
He nobly — gladly perished. 
His spirit sought its God. 
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MADAME yoN ACKERE. 

MATERNAL SOLICITUDE 



"Cease! frolicksome maiden! hush! hush! dance not so! 

Or my babe from its rest will be shaken, 

Your sports and your play add the more to my wo, 

More the sighs of a mother awaken, 

A truce to your games! sing not thus to yourself, 

Sickness heavily weighs on my roseate elf. 

Its eyes with deep sleep are overtaken. 



** Why bloom'st thou, O spring! in the brightness of May ? 

In thy smile is no gladness or blessing, 

Why look'st thou so charming, so pompously gay? 

No welcome is in thy caressing! 

My sylph's little hands seek no flower as it blows , 

Pain chaces the smile from my opening rose, 

What it suffers its look is expressing. 
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"Its pulses beat fast. — its heart throbs like to break — 

More glowing and glowing the fever; 

Course each other big drops down its hot hectic cheek, 

Will those darkly -fringed Hds open never? 

My life's-blood ! what ails thee, how hard comes thy breath! 

How still! ah! that slumber is kin unto death; 

My blossom is withering for ever. 



**Thy fingers are stiff — ice-cold seizes thee now: 

Thy pale lips seem fast -glued, as to smother; 
I kneel, and I weep. — God! all -merciful God! 

Wilt thou cast off a heart-broken mother? 

Thou — thou only canst save — my sole trust is in thee ! 

Ah! let not my rose-bud be torn from the tree, 

That so lovelily bloomed — I've no other. - 



'i thanked theo so heartily — wept with delight, 

When to us this fair blossom was given, 

I bethought me how blest I should bask in its light. 
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When Life's -sunset was clouding at even: 
Yes! I thought, in my age, that this image so dear, 
Like the smile of its beam would burst on me to cheer, 
Or dawn like the day-spring from Heaven. 



''Fulfill then my hope — oh! withdraw not the beam, 

That scarce dawns on our earthly career, 

Chace not of a parent her best, fondest dream. 

All -merciful father! hear! 

Death's veil oh remove from my babe — come to save! 

We should weep ourselves dead o'er our loved one's grave, 

All -merciful Father! hear!'* 



"He breathes — a deep sigh is unlocked from his breast, 

Hope's pinions anew round me waive, 

My anguish gives place to the joys of the blest. 

Thou hast saved him, allmighty to save! 

His eyelids unclose — his longing Hps part; 

1 press him — how different it throbbed — to my heart: 

He is rescued — I have what I crave! 
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"You are free , now , blythe maiden ! to sing and to play, 

My babe lies awake at my heart; 

All my sorrow and anguish are gone — past away — 

My tears have forgotten to start: 

Then, dear little maid! you may play> and may sing, 

And soon in the dance, weaving hands in a ring, 

Will my child with the rest take his part/' 



OTHER TRANSLATIONS. 
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WHAT I LOVE. 

FROM THE SWEDISH OF ANDERSEN. 



1 love the sea, when stormy billows rave — 
I love it, when it sleeps without a wave — 
The moon — soft-mirror'd in the ocean blue — 
The Mountains and the meadows bright wdth dew; 
Love the deep vallies, and the mighty floods, 
And the green Summer - covert of the woods : 
With all its starry host, the silent night — 
The Evening red, the blush of morning -light — 
The hoar-frost glittering on the naked bough — 
But hate — I am not rich in hatred — no! 
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I hAte but noisy joys, the soul's unrest, 

I hate the sin, that buds within the breast: 

I hate all canting and its misty maze; 

But I love children, and their winning ways, 

I love too Genius panting for the goal, 

Music, when wake its tones the inmost soul, 

The flowers I love, with their sweet perfuming, 

The birds, that in the free air float and sing. 

A friend, whom loving, nought can love remove - 

And woman — one I've seen, and fondly love — 

She is my bride — that is indeed a pleasure — 

She is my trust — my yearning bosom's treasure 

I love as my last resting-place the grave. 

And the great Spirit of Love that all things gave. 
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ON GOETHE. 

FROM BARYTINSKI. 



Death came — and full of years, his eagle -eyes 
He closed in peaceful sleep; his mighty spirit 
Embracing all this Actual world supplies. — 
Shed on his tomb no empty tears — or sighs 
That worms the palace of his soul inherit. 

His sun is now extinct — earth's, far and wide, 
Lit nought that 'scaped his all - transpiercing sight, 
To all that spoke to hearts his heart replied; 
Borne on Thought's wings he Time and Space defied, 
And found no limits but the Infinite. 

He lived one life with Nature — The stream told 
To him its joys — The Leaves in every motion — 
He heard the Plants and Flowers their buds unfold: 
For him the Stars their mystic tomes unrolled. 
And he held converse with the billowy Ocean. 
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All fed his Genius vast — from stores of sages , 
And gifted Art, he inspiration drew, 
And grey traditions writ in Memory's pages , 
And hopes, that cannot die, of coming ages; 
The peasant and the prince alike he knew. 

Men were the books he most had read and scanned ; 
And from his own, had analized their nature, 
And should, when burst this flimsy mortal band — 
Beyond the bier arise no blissful land. 
This world shall justify the Great Creator. 

But if we live again beyond the tomb. 

He, to whom Life a measure full had given, 

Who, with his lyre chaced all terrestrial gloom. 

Serenely calm shall to the Eternal come. 

And nought of Earth disturb his peace in Heaven. 
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SPRING'S GREETINGS. 

FROM THB GERMAN OF LENAU. 



After long frost the air breathes soft and mild, 
To me a violet brings a beggar -child, 
Tis hard Spring's earliest flower should bring to me, 
With its first greetings, only misery. 



Yet welcome from misfortune's hand that bloom. 
For 'tis a pledge of happier days to come, 
So bring the next succeeding race my sorrow 
The spring -tide greeting of a better morrow. 



i« 
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S O N N E T. 

FROM THE UNPUBLISHED GERMAN OF THfi SAME. 



All — all is vanity where I lift my gaze: 
Life is oft hunted ground — a beaten course — 
From one to another a waste and barren chace. 
And in the weary way we lose our force — 

Ah! to our latest goal could we but run, 
Gay as old Burschen to their haunts resort. 
End the race, as at starting we begun, 
Then might we make us merry at the sport. — 

But hour by hour dragged on against our will, 
What are we? pitchers cracked at the well -stone! 
And their contents, as we plod on, distill 
Drop after drop — and now their uses gone, 
They are aleak! — and who thereout can drink? 
To other shivers they must break — and sink! — 
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DIE AECHTE THRAENE. 

FROM THE UNPUBLISHED GERMAN OF KERNER. 



There is a tear that rests within the eye unborn, 
It falls not to the earth, nor sees it any one, 
No other speaks of it in pity, or in scorn, 
And if 'tis ever shed , knows God , and God alone. 
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SIE 1ST KRANK. 

FROM THE GERMAN OF FREILI6RATH. 



"Why is thy pillow wet with tear on tear? 
Why do thy lips an ominous stillness wear? 
Why do thine eyes in gloomy sadness roll? 
Fear not, thou all on earth that makes me blest! 
That others shall estrange me from thy breast, 
Thee, whom I love, with my souFs inmost soul. 



"Angel of life! my dove! ah! wo is me! 

Thy drooping head should I o'erlive to see 

By death oershadowed in the arms of sleep ; 

I would not the vain world should hear my moan, 

I would not charm it with one minstrel -tone. 

But on thy grave would lay me down and weep. 
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'There to the stars uplift my tearful eyes, 

I would awake thee with my bitterest sighs, 

And deem, that in the willow's quivering hair, 

I heard thy winged spirit whispering near; 

To me a tribute worth all tributes here, 

From the most loving — and beloved — and fair. 
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THE RL'NIC STONE. 

FROM THE OERNAN OF HEINE. 



Round the Runic- stone the Ocean raves; 
There sit I alone with ray dreams; 
Whistles the wind — the seagull screams. 
Wander and foam the waves. 



Full many a maiden Fve loved dear, 

And many a pleasant fellow; 

Where are they now? The wind pipes drear! 

Foams and wanders the billow! 
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THE LURRY LEY. 

FROM THE GERMAN OF THE SAME. 



r m sad — and what the reason 
I know not cannot tell — 

Of the olden times a Legend 
Comes o'er me like a spell. 



The air is cool — it darkens — 
And peaceful flows the Rhine, 

The tops of the mountains glitter 
In the Evening sunshine. 



A Maiden she is sitting 

Above — how wondrous fair! 
Her golden jewels glitter, 

She combs her golden hair. 
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THE LUREY LEY. 



With golden comb she combs it. 
And sings a song, meantime. 

That has a wondrous plaintive 
A swoet and powerful chime. 



In his light bark the boatman 
Hears it, with wildering woe, 

The rocky gulph he sees not, 

He looks to the Mountain's brow. 



The waves the boat have swallowed, 
And boatman — both are gone - 

This, think 1, with her singing 
The Lurey-Ley has done. 
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DANISH BALLAD. 

FROM THE GERMAN OF PLATEN. 



A Knight so adventurous — so fair to behold — 
With his glittering steel -armour, and helmet of gold, 
Spurred in haste his hot steed with its bit foaming hoar, 
And stopped at the quiet of LynaliFs door. 



"Over mountain and lake I come hunted", he said, 
"To see thee, and woo thee, most beautiful maid." 
"Welcome Stranger"; and when this her greeting was done, 
A blush flitting fast o'er her countenance shone. 



"Over mountain and lake I come hunted", he said, 
"To win as my bride, thee, most beautiful maid!" 
When LynaliFs look on the stranger was thrown, 
She felt — why I know not — a thrill yet unknown. 
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DANISH BALLAD 



"Over mountain and lake, I come, hunted'*, he said. 
*To wed with thee, Lyna, most beautiful maid! 
And vowed, that for ever devoting my life 
To your service — Fd win thee or fall in the strife." 

With a fluttering heart stands the maid — pales — and 

glows — 
Now as white as the wall — now as red as the rose; 
And said**, I am bound by my duty: Oh flee! 
My heart and my hand they belong not to me. 

**I from childhood was plighted**, continued the Fair, 
To a youth with thine eyes, but with lighter - brown 

hair — 
His mouth too was thine — had thy voice softer been — 
And but that just budding the down on his chin — 



**To visit far lands he is wandering wide, 
And soon will return to his fond loving bride: 
Seven times has now circled the slow waning year — 
He from childhood beloved — he will quickly be here.* 
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**0h maiden! thy love was a toy and a play, 
Thy childhood is gone — thy child's love past away, 
Trust not that thy beardless young friend thou wilt see, 
He comes not again, will come no more to thee.** 



"Oh say not so, Stranger! he'd perish before 

He'd be false to the vows, which he holily swore, 

He graved in his heart my indelible name, 

There it bums, and it glows with unquenchable flame." 



"Then away will I fly — keep the vows that I plight — 
And seek death, lovely maid! in the din of the fight. 
And my skeleton -form, in thy dreams shall appear. 
And when such you have made me, shed for me a tear." 



And slowly outrides the young warrior so bold. 
With his glittering steel - armour , and helmet of gold, 
"Stay, Stranger, remain! — ah! I love thee, 1 wot — 
Fly! — Stay! — no! fly rather — Hove! love thee not." 
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Then joyously turned back the warrior so bold , 

He casts off his armour , and helmet of gold , 

"Put your trust in your friend, who his troth will ne'er 

break, 
Though he comes not again with the down on his cheek. 



The Love which I bore thee in childhood, I bear, 
With a manlier voice, and with darker -brown hair." 
"God! 'tis Louis's she stammered, and bent him a kiss, 
And sealed in her knight's recognition their bliss. 
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W A I M A I N E N. 

A Finnish Legend. 

FROM THE GERMAN OF PLATEN. 



Waimaoinen , grey and old , 
Rowed, as Finnish legends told, 
Thro' the marsh's reedy maze, 
And the lakes of other days ; 
And the third day, in the ocean, 
Felt a strange uneasy motion, 
For he struck, or seemed to strike 
On the shoulders of the pike , 
Or the salmon's ruby fins; 
And to his son he thus begins. 
"Stand we upon rock or holders. 
Or upon the pike's broad shoulders, 
Or on the fins of the salmon red*'? 
And the son quickly answering, said, 
"Not upon rock, and not on holders; 
On the broad pike's soUd shoulders. 
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Or upon some huge salmon's fin." 

Then old Waimaoinen 

Struck his sword the ocean under, 

And he cleft a pike asunder, 

Threw the head into his boat, 

Left the tail behind to float. 

Looks at both, and wends his way 

To his home without delay. 

What with this can man alive 

Fashion? — fire or forge contrive? — 

How Waimaoinen the old 

Played well the smith, will now be told; 

He fashioned a lyre from the fish's bone, 

A Case from the great head -skeleton — 

And took for pegs — none saw the like, 

The mighty teeth of the great pike; 

And his next contrivance was 

For strings the hair of Calibas. 

Then spoke the old man to his son, 

"Bring me now that thing of bone. 



WAIMAOIlipN. 

Place it my cunning hand beneath, 

And I will wake its slumbering breath, 

Till the sound delighted lingers, 

Prest from out my practised fingers/' 

Rapture flows on rapture — after 

Laughter, follows louder laughter. 

Whilst plays Waimaoinen 

On the hollow fish's bone. 

On the lyres fish -skeleton. 

None that dwelt in field or wood, 

In the forest or the flood. 

Were they on their two wings sweeping. 

Or on four legs running — creeping — 

That did haste not with desire 

To hear the old man touch his lyre. 

Whilst plays Waimaoinen 

On the hollow fishs bone, 

On the lyre's fish - skeleton. 

E'en the forest's ancient elf 

In red shoe -ribbons pranked himself, 
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\9i WAIMAOINEN 

And the water's reverend crone 
Put her best blue stockings on, 
Laid herself the green grass under, 
Listening to that harp of wonder; 
WTiilst played Waimaoinen 
On the hollow fishs bone, 
On the lyre's fish - skeleton. 
And in Waimaoinen's eyes 
Tears on tears were seen to rise, 
Overflowing — trickling down 
To his beard from off his crown; 
Larger than the ripest cherries, 
Or the purplest Heidelberries , 
Or the woodcock's speckled eggs; 
Till they reached, and soaked his legs; 
Liquid pearls that wet him thro', 
Like the forest's dripping dew, 
From his woollen mantles verge. 
Thro' his undercoat of serge. 
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FRITHIOF AND INGEBORG. 

FROM THR FRITHIOF S SAGEN OF TEGNER. 



There flourished once, on Hildmg*s land, 
Two plants, preserved by fostering hand, 
The North no fairer plants had seen. 
More glorious in their robes of green. 



One shot to Heaven, a young Oak tree, 
Its stem was as a lance to see, 
And with its crested leafery there. 
Waved like a helmet's plumes in air: 



The other, like a delicate rose. 
Whose leaves are longing to unclose. 
Which yet a veil of moss enseams , 
And in its bud it lies and dreams. 

IS 
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\Vhen sweeps around the Tempest's stroke , 
With it contending stands the Oak; 
When summer Suns more fiercely glow, 
The Rose's Hps the brighter grow. 



So waxed the pair in joy and love, 
And the young Oak was Frithiof; 
But all in Northern climes that are. 
Called "the Rose", Ingeborg the fair. 



Who saw them in the day -light come. 
Would deem himself in Freja's *) home 
And that they moved, a bridal pair, 
With graceful bend, and ringlets fair. 



And dancing in the moon -light's sheen, 
'Mid circling rows the groves between, 
Had deemed beneath the foliage green 
He saw the Elfin King and Queen. 

*} The Goddess of Love. 



FRITHIOF AND IN6EB0RG. 195 



He is as good , as in the day 
When learnt his earliest Runic lay, 
No Monarch ever fitted more, 
To teach the maid the Runic lore. 



How joyous in his light canoe , 
O'er the blue wave with her he flew, 
The shifting main -sail as it flapped, 
How glad her little hands she clapt. 



No bird's -nest was too high for him, 
That to its height he could not climb; 
The Eagle, monarch of the air. 
His eggs and brood hung vainly there. 



No brook so swift and strong, but o'er 
Its torrent Ingeborg he bore; 
How sweet, where rapids flash and bound, 
By her white arms to be enwound. 
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The earliest flower amid the leas — 
The earliest strawberry that he sees - 
The earli(?st ripe and golden ear, 
He bore, so glad and true, to her. 



But childhood speeds on wings of joy; 
The youth has ceased to be a boy: 
Hope in his fire -eye suppliant shone; 
She stands in beauty s fulness blown. 



Young Frilhiof to the chace is gone, 
And shrunk in panic many a one, 
As without spear or dagger, there 
He boldly grappled with the bear. 



Chest against chest, and limb to limb, 
He wrestled with, and vanquished him. 
Then to his home the booty bore, 
For her another joy in store: 
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Woman loves courage in a man, 
None but the bold deserve her can, 
Like head and helmet in the fight , 
Beauty and bravery should unite. 



When by the hearth, some Winter's night 
He sat, and read, by the fire-light, 
Of Odin, and his glorious hall, 
Gods, Goddesses, and Heroes all; 



He thought, these songs may Freja's hair, 
To waving fields of corn compare, 
But Ingborg's locks of golden sheen, 
Roses and Lilies wind between. 



Beneath their green and silken veil, 
Iduna's*) bosom fair may swell. 
White as it is, and full, I know 
Where hide two apples , hills of snow. 

•J The Goddess of youth, wife of Braga, (the God of Poetry.) 
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FRITUIOF AMD 1N6EB0RG. 



And Trigga's *) eye is bright of hue 
As Heavens own meads of deepest blue, 
I know an eye, whose sparkHng ray 
Would shame the bluest summer -day. 

And Gerda's **) cheek, with winning wile 
Like snow in sunny light may smile. 
But there's a cheek , that roseate blows , 
As when the blush of morning glows. 

I know — but Nanna's ***) fame is gone — 
A heart as soft as thou hast known. 
Balder! and boast a heart as true, 
For every Scald to praise anew. 

Oh! might I die bewailed as you, 
Wept by a Maid who means me true, 
Loving as thine — 'twould please me well 
For aye, in shades of night to dwell. 

*) The wife of Odin. 

**^ The wife of the God Frey, and the loveliesl of the Goddesses. 
***) The wife of Balder, (the God of Light.) 
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Mean -while heroic lays, the Maid 
Sung gladsome, and in many a braid, 
Drew in her tapestry's pictured scene, 
Corn-fields, and waves, and forests green. 



In wool, upon a snowy field. 
She worked a gold - enwoven shield , 
The crimson lances fly, but Tail 
To pierce the silver coat of mail. 



And more and more as Frithiof 
Watched by her side the work of love, 
And gazed upon the tapestry bright. 
She blushed, and trembled with delight. 



And Frithiof carved, where'er he came. 
An I, and F, on many a stem, 
And like two hearts on flame entwined, 
The growing rims together joined. 
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When mounts in Heaven the day-star there, 
King of the world, with golden hair, 
Amid the stir and buzz of men, 
They think one of the other then. 



When night in Heaven, world -mother there. 
Shakes o'er the earth her ebon hair, 
Calm reigns, — and stars shed wandering beams, 
Then one but of the other dreams. 



Earth! in thy ringlets, every year, 
The pomp of brightest flowers you wear, 
Grant me the loveliest, and Til braid 
A wreath becoming well the Maid. 



Ocean; in thy unfathomed bed, 
Are peerless pearls in thousands spread, 
Give me the loveliest thou canst find, 
For me round Ingborgs neck to bind. 
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Thou ball! on Odin's tent upcurled 
Thou golden sun I light of the world , 
Had I thy splendor, it should prove 
A shield of mine for Frithiof. 



Thou Moon! with radiance pale and white, 
Of the All - Father s halls the light , 
Had I my will, should thee outshine, 
With her sweet looks , that maid of mine. 



But Hilding said, "my Foster -son! 
This love forget — the danger shun 
Unequal lots the Norns *) condemn , 
The Maiden is of royal stem. 



**To Odin's self, the starry space, 
Mounts of their sires the countless race, 
Thou but Thor's **) son , and fittest thee 
To wed with one of like degree." 

*) The Fates. **) The f.od of war. 
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But Frithiof laughs, "In troops they go, 
My sires to the death -hall below — 
The Forest's monarch in his fall, 
Me left his hide, his brethren all; 



'*No freeborn man can vanquished be, 
This world's the portion of the free , 
Fortune may raise what she hurls down , 
And Hope the victors wreath may crown. 



"The highest Nobless is in War, 
In Thrudwang dwells your Grandsire Thor, 
He heeds nor rank, nor worth, nor might: 
A suitor's sword is his best right. 



"For her I'd brave the van of War, 
E'en were it 'gainst the savage Thor; 
Bloom on! thou Lily white and fair, 
Droop not — to part us who shall dare?". 
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THE PARTITION OF THE WORLD 

FROM THE GERMAN OF SCHILLER. 



"Take ! take the world'* ! from his high throne Jove cried, 
"Tis my free gift, and heritage to man; 

Hold it in fee for ever — Go! divide — 

Apportion it , as brothers — if you can." 



Straight at his word , a bustling busy band , 

Both old and young, to take their portion came; 

The Farmer seized the produce of the land, 
The Huntsman rushed upon the forest -game. 



The Merchant to his magazines all wares did bring, 
The Abbot chose the choicest vintages , 

On taxes, tolls, and customs, pounced the king, 
And the Priest claimed the tythe of all as his : 
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This done — too late, with wandering far and wide, 
The poet came to Jove, and here and there — 

Alas; he wildly gazed on every side, 

And saw that nought remained for him to share. 



"Ah! wo is me! and must 1 be forgot, 
1, 1 alone your truest, trustiest son"? 

As thus he bitterly deplored his lot, 

He cast himself before the Thunderers throne. 



"If in a world of reverie and of rhyme, 

You lose yourself" , Zeus answered , "blame not me. 
"Where hast thou been? how hast thou pas'd thy time"? 

"I was', replied the Poet, "nigh to thee; 



"My eyes were fixed upon thy glory's face. 

My ears have drunk the music of the spheres , 

Forgive! that dazzled — blinded by thy rays, 
I have for things of earth nor eyes nor ears." 
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*'What then remains", Jove answered — "All is given, 
The World partitioned — I've no more to give. 

But open stand for thee the gates of Heaven, 
As oft as thou wilt come with me to live." 
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THE IDEAL 

FROM THB SANE 



And must thou, faithless as thou art, 

With all thy visionary lore — 
Thy sorrows all , and joys depart — 

Thus leave me, to return no more. 
False fugitive, life's golden prime! 

And wilt thou pitilessly flee 
Down to the dark abyss of time, 

The ocean of eternity? 

Extinct are now those suns so bright, 

That lit youth's path with radiant gleam, 
When reeled my senses with delight: 

The ideal is faded like a dream ; 
The fond belief is flown away , 

In beings, that my fancy bare, 
To stem reality a prey, 

All once so fair — divinely fair. 
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As, with the intenseness of desire, 

Pygmaleon clasped the senseless stone, 
Till in the marble's veins, the fire 

Of passion, and of rapture shone, 
So I, as young affection grew. 

In love's embraces Nature prest. 
Until she glowed with feelings new, 

And panted on my poet -breast. 

And sharing in an equal bliss, 

Loved accents from her dumb lips part. 
She gave me back, of love the kiss, 

And read the beatings of my heart : 
Then bloomed for me the rose, for me 

The streamlet sung in silver tone. 
And took, all lifeless though it be, 

A soul, the echo of my own. 

Expanded now, my narrow breast. 

Teemed with a world that knew no bound , 

Yearning for all that it possest, 

In word and deed, in sight and sound; 
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How great that All my fancy moulded; 

The buds how very fair to view; 
But few, alas! the flowers unfolded, 

And poor, and worthless, were those few. 

How joyous in his dreams deceit, 

As though his soul had taken wings, 
Along life's path, with flying feet, 

How loosed from care, the stripHng springs; 
Till up to Ether's faintest star, 

His spirit mounts, from height to height, 
Nought is too high for him — too far; 

And nought too daring for his flight. 

How Hghtly is he upward borne; 

All yields to one so blessed as he; 
Before his car, at opening morn. 

Flits an aerial company — 
Love never yet too dearly bought; 

Fortune with wreath of golden shoon; 
Fame with her diadem, star -inwrought; 

Truth, glorious in the blaze of noon. 
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But soon, too soon, each treacherous guide, 

Led him, in 'mid career astray, 
Their fickle steps they turned aside; 

And vanished, one by one, away. 
On noiseless footsteps Fortune fled; 

More keen the thirst, with Knowledge grew. 
And Doubt, her clouds and darkness shed 

On truths, however bright their hue. 

I saw, round many a common head, 

Her holy wreath, how Fame had wove, 
How quickly , with brief youth , had fled 

The gay and roseate hours of Love; 
And ever lonelier, and more lone, 

I trod a rough and silent way. 
Till scarce with flickering glimmer, shone 

On me of hope a single ray. 

Of all that noisy crew, I spied 

But one who lingered on the road, — 

Who stood consoling by my side, 

Went with me to my drear abode; 
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Twas thou, with tender hand and heart, 
Friendship, that healest every wound. 

In all lifes burthens tak'st thy part, 

Thou, whom I early sought and found. 

And you, who soothe this stormy lot. 

With her conjoined in wedded joy , 
Employment, you who weary not. 

Slow build, but nothing built destroy; 
What though but sand on sand she rears, 

Up to eternity to climb. 
She still strikes minutes, days, and years. 

From off the countless debt of time. 
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AUTHOR'S FAREWELL TO THE READER. 

WRITTEN UNDER THE IDEAL. 

Imitated from Stanzas in the Mnsenalmanach of 1796, 

attributed to Schiller. 



The fruit , that of poor promise seems , 

Lies withered — broke the magic wand - 

And wakes me from my fondest dreams 
The Present with benumbing hand. 

Barred in by stern Reality, 

My hopes are crushed — my spirit worn 
The current of my thought is dry; 

The veil of song for ever torn. 



THE END 
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